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ADVERTISEMENT 


1 plan of this Collection having be en alren 

- dy ſubmitted to the reader, little remains ur 
to apologize for delay, which, it is hoped, has pro- 
duced improvement. The fifth and fixth volumes 
might have appeared in 17580; but x was thought 
more adviſeable to wait till the work 
completed. 


It cannot "oy be a \ pleaſing ſatisfaction to the Editor 
to find that what he has laid before the publick has 
attracted the notice of many gentleinen, whoſe praise 
is real fame, and who have thewn their approbation 
by communications which ia no {mall degree dora 
the preſent volumes. 


That the biographical notes have been acceptable, 
1s evident from their having e a new cdition. 
_ of Mr. DoDSLEY'S e on a ſamilar plan. 


Was Ke ane 


Among 


> The Gd; in the former Advertiſement, from a Dia- 
jogue of PrtoR, will de maſtcated by the following guo- 
tation from a Writer as amiable as he is learned, and by 
whote kind hints the preſent Collection has been con fidera- | 
bly benefited ; “ 1 have lately been permitted to read a cu- 
rious manu'criipt, now in the hands of her Grace the Ducheſs 
Dowager of Portland, containing Euays and Dialogues of the 
Dead, on the follov ing ſubjects, by Prior. 


i. Reads for a 
Treatiſe on Learning. 2, Efay 


on Opinion, 3. A Dialogue 
A «>: RY | bow 


b 


ir ADVERTISEMENT. 


* Among the poems now exhibited are ſome valuable 
originals, and a number of academical verſes by ſome 
of the mott diſtinguiſhed ſcholars of this kingdom. — 
If to thete the Editor has added a few of his own ju- 


| venile attempts at verſiſication, he hopes to ſtand ex- 
cuſed for the preſumption. They are not numerous, D 
and will at leaſt ſerve as a foil to the beauties with 
_ which they are ſurrounded, | = 


A variety of avocations having prev ented the Editor 
from attending to the Index, that laborious office has 


| been kindly undertaken by Mr. MACBEAN, whoſe 


abilities in that line had been before exerted in Dr. jp 


_Joxxsox's edition of the Englith Poets. 


A mort Index to the Notes POO the former 
Fabien ; another 15 here annexed, | 


March 95 1782. * 2 xieuols. 


bet wixt Charles the Fifth and Clenard 55 Grammarian. | 
4. Betwixt Locke and Montagne. 5. The Vicar of Bray and 
Sir Thomas More, 6. Oliver Cromwell and his Porter. If 


thete pieces were publiſhed, Prior would appear to be as good 


a proſe writer as poet.—Some valuable memoirs of his life, 


_ written by the Hon. Mr. Montagu, his friend, are alſo in 
* Heſton of the Ducheſs Dowager of Portland.“ 


Dr. War To, Efiay en Pope, vol. II. p. 482. 
The anony movs Imitation of Anacreon, which is printed 
in . 155. of this volume, I fince perceive, is attributed to 


33 in the late Collection of the Eng! th. Poets, vol. 
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lead of ATTERBURY, by Cook, Frontiſpiece, vol.V. 


% Place the Tre Z. and A a. after the Cortents of Vol. VI. 
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COLLECTION or POEMS. 


FFP 


EPIGRAM, BY BP. ATTERBURY*; 
WRITTEN oN A. WHITE FAN BORROWED FROM 


MISS nene AFTERWARDS HIS WIFE.” 


LAVIA the leaſt and lighteſt toy 
Can with reſiſtleſs art employ: 
This Fan in meaner hands would prove 


An engine of {mall force i in n love; ; 1 
e 


* Francis Atterbury, born March 6, 1662, was educated 
at Weſtminſter; and in 1680 was elected a ſtudent of Chriſt- 
Church. In 1693 he applied to the earl of Nottingham, to ſue- 


c. ced to his father's rectory of Milton in Bucks; but, being unſue- 
ceſsſul, came to London: where he was ſoon diſtinguiſhed, _ 


appointed chaplain to king William, and elected preacher at: 
Bridewell, and lecturer of St, Bride' 3 which laſt office he 
refigned | in December 1698. In 1500 he was made arch- 
deacon of Totneſs, by Sir Jonathan Trelawney biſhop of 
| Exeter; and, entering deeply into the famous controverſy 
concerning the convocation againſt Dr. Wake dean of Exeter, 
vas created doctor in divinity in a manner which did him ſin- 
gular honour. On the acceſſion of queen Anne, he was made 
one of ber. chaplains; andin toner: 1704, dean of Carbile; in 

| 4907, 
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5 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Vet te, with graceful air and mien, 
Not to be told, or fafely ſeen, 

Directs its wanton motions ſo, 

That it wounds morc than C upid's bow; 5 


SGhes 


1707, canon reſidentlary of Exeter; in 1700, preacher at 

The Rolls. In 1710 he was unanimduſiy choſen prolocutor of 
the lower houſe of convocation; in 1711 made dean of Chriſt» 
Church, Oxford; in the beginning of June 1713, advanced to 


the biſhoprick of Rocheſter and Ceanry of Weſtminſter. He 
_othc:ated, as dean, at the coronation of king George the 


Firſt ; when he received from his maieſty ſome marks of per- 
ſonal diilike, owing probably to his having warmly eſpouſed 
the cauſe of Sacheverell, whoſe defence le penned (in con- 


cert with Dr. Smalridge), and from whom he afierwards re- 
ceived a legacy of five hundred pounds, In 1715 he refuſed 
to fign the declaration publiſhed by the B. ſhops againſt che 
rebellion, and was ever afterward in oppoſition to the court. 


He was apprehended c on Ig cion of treaſon, and committed 


to The Tower, Auguſt 22, 1722; but was never brought to 


trial, which he _— defired. At length a bill was brought 
into parliament, and paſſed, by which he was ſentenced. 
to deprivation and baniſiment, and which received the royal 
aſſent May 27, 1723. It is faid the king gave his aſſent 
to the bill with regret. None of his relations, nut even 
his own children, were permitted to viſit him in his baniſh 


ment, without firſt obtaining leave under the King's ſigu 


manual, On the i Sch of Tune he leit this Kingdom; and 
diedat Paris, Feb. 17, 1731-2. His body was brought io 


England, and interred on the 22th of May following in 
Wellminſter Abbey. His bowels were in an urn, thus in- 
 Teribrd, | | 


« In 


on MISS os BORNEK S FAN. 7 


Gives coolneſs to the matchleſs dame; 
To every other breaſt—a flame. 


8s ON, 


In hac urnã depoſiti ſunt cineres 
Franciſci Atterbury, Epitcopi Roffenfis.“ 
Mr. Pope's very beautiful epitaph on him is printed in the 
Engliſh Poets, vol. XXXIII. p. 364. and the following 
inedited infcriptiou bas larely been ee to me: 
9 8 Natus Marti! vi, MDCLxXI1. | 
1r carcerem conjectus Aug. xx1V, ubcexxit. 
Nono poſt menſe in Judicium adductus, 
Novoque Criminum & Teſtium genere impetitus, 
Acta dein per Septiduum Causa, 1 
Et everits, | 
Tum vivertium, tum mortuorum Teſtimoniis 5 
Ne deeſſet Lex, qui plecti poſſet, 
Lata efi tandem Mali xxit, MDCCx x1» 
D Cavete Poſter: | 
Hoc Facinoris N 
Conſcivit, aggreſſos ett, perpetravit, 
(Epi ſcoporum præcipuè ſuffragiis adjutus,) 
Robertus iſe Walpole 
Quem nulla neſciet Poſteritas!““ 


Dr. Atterbury and Dr. Swalridge married two Bae, 
the daughters of the Rev. Mr. Oſborne, a relation te 
the duke of Leeds, who had a benefice in the neighbour- _ 
hood of Oxford, and taught the French language to the 
Foung gentlemen at the vniverfity. By his lady Dr. At- 
terbury had iſſue one ſon, Otborne Atterbury, and two 
gaughte;'s, The ſon, who was cducated at Chriſt Church 


4 MISCELLANY. POEMS: 


8 . ; . 


| TAKEN FROM BY. ATTERBU R VS OWN HAND-WRI T1NG®, 


NAIR Sylvia, ceaſe to blame my \ vouth 
For having lov'd before; 
So men, till they have learn” d the truth, 
Strange en adore. | 


in Orford, went to The Eaſt ts whence he turns | 
in 1732, and ſucceeded to the eſtate of his uncle, Dr. 
Lewis Atterbury, at Great Houghton in Northamptonſhire, 


then worth about gocl. a year. After ſome time, he was 
ordained by his father's great rival, Biſhop Hoadly ; and 


obtained the living of Ochill in Warwickſhire, in June 


1746. A letter from the Biſhop to this ſon will appear in 


his Epiſtolary Correſpondence. One of the Bithop's daugh- 


ters died fingle; the other, his favourite, was married to 


: William Morice, Efq. the high-bailtff of Weſtminſter, I hope 
ſpeedily to lay before the publick ſome farther particulars 
of this truly elegant Writer, with two volumes of his Epif- 


try Correfpondence. | 
On the fame authority I aſcribe the elegant Nett 6 ſong 


In vol. IIL p. yqr. to this accompliſhed Prelate; and allo the 


Imitation of Theocritvs, which is printed anonymouſly vol. 
I. p. 99. under the title of «© The Honey Stealer. In the 
Biſhop's copy it is called“ The Bee; and the four fic: 


lines are here copied, as containing tome maht variations; 


„ Cupid, the archeſt rogue alive, 

One day was plundering of a hive, 
But as with ton, too eager haſte | 
He went the quid ſweets to taſte," &c, 

In 1. 9, the Biſhop has altered“ fporn'd”” to bet, J. 10, 
Achat d“ ro „ chaf d;“ and l. 22, © angry” to © waly ith”? 


ly 


SONG BY BP. ATTERBURY. *g 55 
My heart, 'tis true, hath often rang'd 
Like bees on gaudy flowers, 
And many a thouſand loves hath chang'd | 
Till i it was fix*d on yours. 
Bur, Sylvia, when I ſaw thoſe eyes, 
Jas ſoon determin'd there, 
Stars might as well forſake the ſkies, 
And vanifh into air. F 
WW nen I from this great rule do err, 
New beauties to adore; 
| May [ again turn wanderer, 
Aud never ſettle more! 


EPIGRAM, BY BISHOP ATTERBURY, 
oP VIVITE, Al r. FU 810.“ 


Abentem tacito quiſquis pede conſpicis umbram, 
Si ſapis, hæc audis : Vavite, nam fugio. 
Utilis eſt oculis, nec inutilis auribus umbra; 
Dum moet, exclamat, Vivite, nam fugio. 


18 ST. BOTOLFPH's 3 CHU ach, neter. 


: HUE con juncta ſuo recubat Franciica marito, 

+= Et cinis eſt unus quæ fuit una caro. 

Huc cineres concire ſuos ſoror Anna jubebat, 
Corpora fie uno pulvere trina jacent. 

Ille opifex rerum Omnipotens, qui trinus & unus, 

Pulvere ab hoc uno, corpora trina dabir, 

* 1 give this epitaph conjeeturally to the Biſhop, having 

been found among, his papers. Two tranſlations of it may de 


ſeen in Gent. Mag. 175+ p. 180. 
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HORACE, BOOK l. PART OF EPIST. X. 8 
| Cc equum, pugna melior, ib herbie 5 


Pellebat ; donec minor in certamine longo 
Imploravit opes hominis frænumque recepit. 
Sed poftquam victor violens diſcefſit ab hoſte, 
Non qquitem dorſo, non frænum depulit ore. 


' THUS INITATED®* BY BISHOP ATTERBURYs 


THE horſe and hae. i in cammon paſture bred, 
Diſputed for the ſpot on which they fed; 

VV ith heels and head, long was the ſtrife purſued, 
And combat after combat fill renew'd, 

EY ©" Till, worſted in the fray, the horſe hens ; 

= To quit the field, and crav'd the aid of man, 
Who mor ated on his-back  — ff 


_—_— —_— IS 2 as oe * © e 
In” re n +" 4 - « n * 
* * * , 


Aud now, ah to the whip and ſpur, 
The Vanquith'd triumph'd o'er the Vanquither, 
But loſt his freedom, while the prize he gain'd, 
And was, for ever after, rode and rein'd. 

Britain beware, the tale is told to thee ; 

Free, as thou art, fo ſtill continue free! 


* Sce other imitations of this Epiſtle in vol. 111. b. 170. 
ad vel. II. p. 131. Another imitation of Horace by By. 
Atterbury 15 printed (though without his name) i in vol. I. 


3 
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HORACE, BOOK III. ODE IX. 
TRANSLATED BY BP. ATTERBURY®*. 


HORACE. 


I I I. S T I was fond, and you were kind, 
Nor any dearer youth, reclin!d 
On your ſoft boſom, ſought to reſt, 
: Phraites was not half fo bleſt. 


LYDIA. 
Whit you ador'd no other face, 
Nor lov'd me in the ſecond place, 
My happy celebrated fame 
Outthone ev'n Ilia $ ry d flame. 


— &« Perhaps no Ode of flags hath fo frequently been tranſ- 
dated, as the Dialogue between him and Lydia. This we 
have often been ſurprized at, as certainly there is nothing ex- 
traordinary in the Ode itfelf, The chief thing that recom- 
mends it, is the eaſy elegance and graceſulneſs of its expreſ- 
1:cn, which is probably the reaſon why it hath been ſo popu- 
lar, and hath produced fuch a number of imitators ; of whom, | 
however, few have ſucceeded, Of all the verſions of it that 
we recoile at preſent, Atterbury's is by far the beſt, Were 
we not afraid of offending our claſſical readers, we "ow 
Imoſt be tempted to ſay, that it is equal to the original; 
| thing which can ſcarcely ever be ſaid of the tranflations of 
Horace,” Dr, Kir Is, in Biog. Brit. 3 


* . "HORACE; 


ag MISCELLANY POEMS. 


„ 
Me Chloe n now poſſeſſes whole, 


Her voice and lyre command my foul: 
Nor would 1 death itſelf decline, 


Could her life ranſom'd be w aan mine. 


LY U A. 


Neri me young lovely Calais burns, 
And warmth for warmth my heart returns. 
Twice would I life with eaſe reſign, 
8 Could his be ranſom'd once with mine. 


| HORACE. 
_ Whatif ſweet Love, whoſe bands we broke. 
Again ſhould tame us to the yoke; 
Should baniſh'd Chloe ceaſe to reign, 
And Lydia her loſt power regain? 


LYDIA. 


Though Heſperus be leſs fair than he, 
Thou wilder than the raging ſea, 
Lighter than down ; yet gladly I 
With thee would live, with thee would dic“. 


The variations in this and the following Ode are 
pointed out in vol. VIII. p. 301. Some ſpecimens of Biſhop | 
Antterbury's excellence in Latin poetry are exhibited in the 

preſent volume, p. 75—-10. He was alſo author of an ex- 
cellent poem, under the title of « Feſtum Luſtrale, ſeu Bap- 
46 tizatio ruſtica;“ which, being too long for inſertion here, 
will be pr! ined with his . Correſpondence. 


HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. oDE II. 
III TAT ED BY DR. ATTERBURY®. 


10 HIS | MUSE, BY WHOSE FAVOUR HE Lehne 
| IMMORTAL FAME. | 


H= K, on whoſe birth the Lyric Queen 
" Of numbers ſmil'd, ſhall never grace 
The Iſthmian gauntlet, nor be ſeen 

Firſt in-the fam'd Olympic race. 


#« Any one who hath a Enius for poetry, ſays a learned 
correſpondent, will agree with me in wiſhing that Atterbury 


had never had any other occupation bot poetry, His fame as a 


politician ora divine is not equal to what he deſerves for this 
tranſlation, which is, without exception, the beſt in any lan- 
guage that I have met with.” This, undoubtedly, is carrying 

the encomium on Dr. Atterbury's poetical talent very far; 
aud yet we can ſearcely venture to ſay that it is carried too far. 
here is ſomething ſo exceedingly beautiful in the ſpecimens 
which are given of his early turn for poetry, that it is greatly 
to be regretted that he did not more direct his thoughts that 
way. The trantlattion of this Ode is in the higheſt degree 
beautiful. The Ode itſelf, in the original, is peculiarly ex- 
cellent and delightfu!; and Dr. Atterbury hath moſt happily 


ſucceeded in clothing it in an Eugliſh dreſs. It was judicious 


in Dr. Francis not to attempt a new verſion of this Ode. after 
ſo admirable a one was furniſhed'to his hands. And he joſtly 
obſerves, that by Biſhop Arterbury's ſucceſs we may be con- 
vinced that it is not impoſſible to render Horace into Englith 
without any greag loſs of his original beauties,” Kir PIs. 


, 
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6 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| He Wall not, after toils of war, 5 : . 4 


And taming haughty monarchs pride, | 
Wich laurel'd brows conſpicuous far, | 
2 | To Jbre's Tarpeian te mple ride. | f 


But him the ſtreams, that warbling flow 
Rich Tyber's flowery meads along, 
And fhady groves (his haunrs) fhall . 
The maſter of the Zohan ſong. 
The ſons of Rome, majeſtic Rome! 
_ Have fix'd me in the Poets choir, 
And Envy now, or dead or dumb, 
| _ Forbear to blame what they admire. 
| Goddeſs of the ſweet-ſounding lute, _ 
Which thy harmonious touch obevs;. 
Who canſt the finny race, though n. | 
| Sa Tygnets dying accents raiſe; 
; Thy gift it is, that all with caſe 
7 My new unrival'd honours: own; 
| T hat J still live, and living pleaſe, 
0 Goddeſs, is s thy gift ders. 


$0L1ILOQUY OF. AO 
| | ACT. v. so EV. 1. 


- Sie 1 c, is fe hebare rem neteſſe prors ds ”Y 
1 Ratione vincis, do lubens manus, Plato. 


Quid enim dediſſet, quæ dedit fruſtra nilul. 
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Foreign nations have done this tragedy as much honour 
| 85 our own; and indeed it is one of thoſe few performances 


| which 
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golIEoοσν or CAT®. = 


Feernitatis infitam cupidinem 
Natura? Quorſum he dulcis erpedbedo; 
Vitæque non explenda melioris nis? 
Quid vult ſibi aliud iſte redeundi in nihil 
Horror, ſub imis quemque agens præcordiis I 
Car territa in ſe refugit anima, cur tremit 

Attonita, quoties, morte ne pereat, timet? 

Particula nempe eft euique naſcenti indita 
Divinior; quæ corpus incolens agit; 
Hominique ſuccinit, tua eſt æternitas. 
Eternitas! O lubricum nimis aſpici, 
Mixtumque dulci gaudium formidine? 
Quæ demigrabitur alia hinc in corpbrs! , 
Qu terra mox incognita? Quis orbis norue, 

Manet incolendus ? Quanta erit mutatio? 
Hzeec intuenti ſpatia mihi quaquà patent 

Immenſa: ſed caliginofa nox premit; 

Nec luce clarà vuk videri ſingula. 


which cannot receive more honour than it deſerves. It was 
tranſlated more than once into French, obtained two Italian 
verhons, and has been either tranflated or imitated in the 
German langvage. But the greateſt honour that was ever 
done to it, Was the putting the Soliloquy of Cato, which is 
perhaps the nobleſt thing in dur language, into a Latin dreſs, 
which might have been read with admiration, even by the 
'  eriticks in the court of Auguitus, Fame has attributed this 
to Biſhop Atterbury z and, as it was ſvperlatively fine, cho 
world. thought Fame in the right, and (6 1 it mw ed. Bog: 
Brit, 1778, vol. I. p. 30. | 
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Illæſa tu ſedebis extra fragmina. 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Figendus hie pes; certa ſunt hæe haftenus ; 
di quod gubernet numen humanum genus, 
(At, quod gubernet, effe clamant omnia) 
Virtute non gaudere certè non poteſt: 

Nec eſſe non beata, qua Saudlet, poteſt. 


Sed qua beata ſede? Quove ia tempore? 


Hig quanta quanta terra, tota eft Cœſaris. 
Qaid dubtus hæret animus uſque adeòd? Brevi 
Hic nodum hic omnem expe diet. Arma en induor, 


Euſi nanum admo ven. 


| ; utra mque partem facta; quazque vim inferant, 


Et quæ propulſent! Dextera intentant necem 


_ VitamAaiitra: Vulnus hæc dabit manus; 
Altera mecelam vulnerts : Hic ad exitum 
Deaducet, ictu ſimplici; bac verant mori. 


Secura ridet anima mucronis minas, 


Enſeſque ſtrictos, interue neſcia. 
Extinguet ætas tidera diuturrior: 


Atate languens iple fol obicuiins. 


Emyret orb! conſeneſcenti jubar : 


Natura ED ba ſentict Jud; "0 41 1 vices 


A.tatis; aniis ipla deficiet gravis : 


At tibi juventus, at tibi iwwortalitas: 
Tibi parta divum eſt vita. Periment mutui 
Elmenta ſeſe et interibunt iétibus: 


Tu permancbis ſola ſemper integra, 
Tu cuncta rerum quaſſa, cuncta naufraga, 


Jam portu in ipſo tuta, contemplabere. 


Compage rupta, corruent in ſe invicem, 


Orbe ſque fractis ingerentur orbibus; 


in 


MI. 


SY 


IN OBITUM TEEEIT SHIRLEY. 
2 DR. ArTER BURY f 


U NM te canorz turba ſciens lyræ, 

Urgent adeptum flebilibus mods, 
1 dulcis Umbra, ne recuſes 
Officium tenuis Camænæ. 


& This author's Kill in Latin verſe 1s evident from the 
verfion of “ Abſalom and Achitophel, whilſt ſtident of 


Chriſt Church. In “ The General Diaionary' it is ſuppoſed 


that he tranſlated Virgil's Georgicks into Engliſh. If ſuch 
a work exiſts, there 15 net a man of taſte but would with to 
ftreit, How cloſely the Bithop had ſtudied Virgil, is ap- 
parent from the elegant diſſertation on the. Japyx of that 
divine poet z in which he endeavours; to prove, that under the 


character of Japyx, Antonius Muſa, an eminent Phyfician 


and a polite ſcholar at Rome in the. reign of Auguſtus, was 


ivtended tu be deſcribed, The Bithep is ſaid to have ſent his 
ver!:on of the Georgicks to a-fricud with che follow ing vertes, 


nn ———— Ha ego luſi 

« Al Sequanz ripas, Thameſino à flumine longe, | 

« Tam {enior, fratuſque ſed ipsd morte, meorum, 

« Quozcolui, patriæque memor, neque degener e. 
Which have been thus paraphraſed: | 


„% Thus where the Seine through realms of Lavery 590 | 


* Vith ſportive verſe I wing my tedious days ; ; 
Far from Britannia's happy climate torn, | 
Bow'd down with age, and with diſeaſts worn; 
Yet ev'n in death T act a ſteady part, | 
| Avg hull 2 friend, and country ; [are my keart, a = 


Cui 


TY MISCELLANY POE M's. 


Cui fi favebit Phœbus amicior, 
Tot illa Famæ, chare Puer, tuæ 

Apponet annos, quot cadueæ 
Mors adimit properata vitæ. 


: Non hie fideles quod bene feceris, 
Chartæ ſilebunt, te Pudor & Fides, 
Commenqat, integrique mores, 
Et decorans benè nata virtus. - 
Præſens fugacem ſiſtere fpiritum 
| Heu! nulla Virtus, nec L'ietas moram, 
Pudorve, febti luctuoſa: 
Attulit indomitæque morti. 
Quid illa velox profuir indoles 
Aut mens virilis? Omnium breve, 
Virtutis ævum! præcociſque 
| Ingenii fragiles Nonores, 
Sic mille flores inter amabiles 
Narciſſus horti gloria, verticem 
Attollit altè, mox teclinem 
Sternit humi pturialis Auſter, 


10 cuPID. BY LUCY LADY w HARTON*: 


8* ITE of thy Godhead, powerful ny 
I will my torments hide: 
For what avails, if life muſt prove 
A ſacrifice to pride? 


. Second wife to the marquis, and mother to the duke of 15 
Wharton. She was daughter to Adam 1 baron Lilburne 

a the n. of Ircland. N. | | 

Z Pride, | 


_ c ui D 


15 Pri le, hl tt become my Goddeſs dow, 
Too thee IH aſtars rear: 
To thee each morning pay my yow, 
And offer every tear. 


Bar oh ſhould my Philander frown 
Once take your injur'd part; 
1 ſoon ſhould caſt that idol down, 
g 8 olter him ab heart. 


THE LAMENTATIONS or IrEMra 


PARAPHRASED BY MRS. WHARTON, 
| ARGUMENT OF CHAP. 1. 


Ver. I. The miſerable eſtate of Jeruſalem by reaſon v her | 
fin. 12. She complaineth of her grief. 18. _ | ang 15 


ſeth Sen judgements to be righteous; 
[See the whole chapter, vol. 1. p. 83. * 


. ARGUMENT oF CHAP. n: 


Z ver I. | Jeremiah lamenteth the miſeries of Jeruſalem. a 20. 
| He complaineth thereof to God. 


OW hath the Lord with nn clouds o' er- 
| ſpread. HE 
The face of Zion, and her 15 hid! 
How is ſhe now caſt down ! her beauties ed.! 
Her crimes do all her former brightneſs blot, . 
And his paſt tavours now are quite forgot. 


Anne, firſt wife of the marquis. This Parapticaſe was 

written before ſhe was married. See vol, I. p. $3+ II. Pp: 329. 
we . 356. N. 
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* ANISCE E. LL ANY ro RMS, 


. Ev n to the ground, and made her princes bow z 
3 The pride of Iſrael is now no more 
Who is it can her glories paſt reſtore? 
The mighty Lord, who did her fbes ſubdue, 
Is now her foe, and dorh her fall purſue. 
His kindled wrath deſtroys like flaming fire,. 
And in that flame her comforts all expire. 
Who, like an enemy, her ruin haſtes; 


His fiery wrath doth all her beauties blaſt. 


Her ſirength, and all her palaces caſt down. 


Forgotten are her ſabbaths and her feaſts, 
Deſpis'd and ſham'd her princes and her prieſts. 


His fanRuary is become their ſcorn ; 
Her palaces the ſcornful foe betrays, 


The wanton foe tunes his ungodly lays. 


| Her prople languiſh round her ſinking walls, 


2 The Lord hath brought her habitations low 


Her angry Lord. would now no pity ſhew. 


4 Her pleaſantneſs is by the Lord defac'd,. 
Her former glories deſolate and waſte, | 

s Her mighty enemy hath now o'erthrown- 
That ſtrength he gave her, he hath ta'en away, 
And with that ſtrength her comforts all decay. 

6 His tabernacle, both her pride and joy, 


He l violently in his w tach deſtroy ;. _ 
Her bright aſſemblies are by him iſe rac'd,. 


7 Even his altar is by him forlorn, 5 


Ev'n in thy houſe, fo us'd to prayer ard praiſe, 


8 Her ſwift deſtruction is from Heaven fent, 
The Lord hath purpos'd, and will not relent; 


Her frengrl, decays, and all her glory falls. 


LAMENTATTIONVS PARAPHRASED. ag 

9 Her bars are broke whereon her ſtrength depends, 
So ſure lus ruin which the Lord intends. 
Her gates are ſunk, e'vn to the ground bow'd down, 
Her kings and princes are to bandage gone. 
Her laws are periſh'd, and her Prophets now a 
(Once power ful and pleas'd) no wonders ſhow, | 
Blinded in ignorance, no viſions know. | 

10 Hee, Zion, how thy wretched elders mourn, 
The pride of nations is become their ſcorn, 
O'erpreſt with grict, they languiſh on the ground, 
Whit difmal ſilence mournfully goes round, 
And no words heard, where can no joys be found. 


Sackclath they wrar, and athes on their head, 
Becaule thy comforts, Zion, all are dead. 
"Daughter of Zion, now with ſhame caſt down, 
See, how wich care thy virg.ns are o'ercome, =» 
Their mournful heads with grief preſt to the ground, 
Whilſt howers cf tears do all their beauties drown. 
11 My ſpirits fail, my eyes are blind with tears, 
My tirength decays, and my heart ftaks with cares, 
To lee che fall of this unhappy land, 
That ſwift deſtruction which none can withſtand. 
The weeping children perith at the breaſt, 
Thu unhappy, mother 's captiv'd and oppreſt. 

12 In ſtreets they cry for food from day to day, 
Til, wearied out, at length their ſtreogrhs dccay. 
Thus the tir'd movurntul intants pine away, 

And to tierce hunger fall th' inglorious prey; 
V niltt the kind mother, with juſt grief diftreſt, 
Receives their ſoul, inzo ner trembling breaſt. 


Their ornaments are with their comforts flel, } | 


13 What 
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13 What ſhall I fav, what may allay thy grief? 


By what comparifons thy cares relieve? 


Were any griev'd like thee, thine would be leſs, 


But they can ne'er be liken'd or expreſs'd. | 
; Whilſt ſeas of ſorrow drown th' unhappy city, 


She's robb'd of peace, and deſtitute of pity. 
14 Ev'a thoſe in whom thou truſt'ſt to be reliev'd, 
Thy 3 deceiving and deceiv'd, grievud; 


Find ne'er have knoven the cauſe for whith thou'rt = 
Halte faults they invented, and the true ones hid, 


las! their kowledge with their freedom 's fled. 
$15, All that paſs-by rejoice to ſee her ſhame, 
And ſcornfully applaud her ruin'd fame, 


Is this, ſay they, the joy of the whole earth, 
From whence all beauty hath derir'd its birth? 
«Unhappy land ! if this perfection be, | 


None would be perfect, to become like thee”. 
16 Her enemies, who long her ruin ſought, 


Rejoice to ſee her to deſtruction Brought. 
They triumph, whilſt they carelefly invade, 


And her. paſt glories wantonly upbraid. e 
17 The Lord hath ſaid, his mercies he would ſever 


From this vile land; his word endures for ever. 
He ſaid her foes ſhould triumph whilſt ſhe'd mourn: } 


Behold her now, by God and man forlorn, 


To each inſulting.enemy a ſcorn 4 
18 Gall to the Lord, oh Zion; let thy te tears 1 

Ik poſſible, expreſs thy mighty cares. . 

Sie wav to ſotow, and admit no eaſe, 

Till thou the anger of the Lord appraſe. 7 

ET, 1 8 e oy Then 


LAMENTATIONS PAR APHRNASE D. 2 
Then may'lt thou triumph, as thy foes decreaſe, } | 


Then ſhall thy torments fly, and ſorrows ceale, 
And once again Jeruſalem have, peace. 

N 19 Call to the Lord; and be may pity ſhow, 
Let deluges of tears the land o'erflow ; 
Soon as che morning glads the world with light. 
Cry to the Lord, from noon to gloomy nights 
Ct for the infants with wild hunger pin'd, 


= The render inſants with their tears grown blind.: 


Cry to the Lord, perhaps he'll yet be Kind, 
And Zion, yet, perhaps may mercy find. 
29 Conſider, Lord, to whom this diſmal end 

Thy anger hath impartially @rdain'd. 

Not only.4nfangs with the mothers pine, 

And all the glories of the land decline; 

That bleſſed land, which thou once calledſt thine, 
That land, which all the world. did once outſhine 1 

But upon thee in vain the prophets call, | 
The maurnful prieſt no pity finds at all; 

Within thy gates both prieſt and prophet fall. 


21 Both young and old lie gaſping on the ground, 


No help, no eaſe, no coinfort, can be found. 
Mhiltt none deplores, and none can help afford, 
The youth and virgins petiſh by the ſword, 
| This, mighty Lord, is in thine anger done; 
Thy fiery wrath thy mercy hath olercome. 
22 Than. haſt call d terrors round abour ny head, 
| All that was mine, a clas bag foe 4 57 by 
My ſtrength, my help, wy hope, and ali-my;jovs. 
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15 MISCELLANY POEMS, 


ARGUMENT or CHAP. [1], 


We, 1. The faithful bewall their calamiries. 3 By the 


„ 4 


mercy af God they nourith their hope. 37. They acknow- 
| ledge God's Juſtice. 35. They pray for del.vc erance. 64- 
And vengeance on their enemies. 
AN the man {0 us d to grief and 3 : 
My weary eyes can now no light tuſtain. 
"ll The Lord hath done it; why ſhould I complain? | | 
3 He rais q himſelf againſt me all the day. 
4 My heart is red, and my ftrengths decay, 


My gladnefs and my youth are fled away. 


5 He fortities himſelt againſt his ſlaves _ 
6 And makes my habitation like the grave, 


Dark, and in ſolitude, yet ſtill in pains: 


7 The enly proof of life that yet remains, . 


My load'of grief is weightier than my chains. 


8 He hides himſelf from me when 1 complain, 


5 Yer | renew the miſerable ſtrain; | 
ö And love to ſue to him though tis in vain, 


9 Within I am inclos'd on every fide, 
Abroad my paths are deſolate and wide. 
10 His terrors fright my ſoul where'er I go 1 


I ſhun my Lord, as I would ſhua a foe, 


11 He's now my foe, and hath my 450 caft - 
Aud left me deſolate, my hopes o'erthrown z (down, , 
My angry Lord hath left me all alone. 


12 1 dread the ſhafts which from his anger fly, | 
They cleave my heart, and make me wiſh to die. 1 
— 13 But death, whea it is is fought, 1 is acyer nigh. 


14 To 
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LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED. 
14 To my own people I become a ſcorn, 
Becauſe by God aftlited and forlorn. 
15 My ſorrows are my food and drink each day. | 
16 My health, my fireneth, andall my hopes decay. 
17 Peace and profperity are fled away. 
15 No health, no help, no pitv, he'll afford; 


My hope and ſtrength are periſh'd from the Lord. 


19 Thus ſaid I, when I thought upon my pains, 
Thoſe bitter torments which my {ſoul ſuſtains. 
25 That grief which ever in my thought remains, 
Wiſe weight hath humbled me bevond my chains. 
21 Thetc thoughts do oft return into my mind, 
Ar. 4 in theſe thoughts alone comfort find. 
2 The Lord hath pity yet, as well as power ; 


Had he not Mercy, we were now no more. 


23 \Who can the wonders of his truth repeat? 
{Tis mercies ſtill are new, and ever great. 
24 The Lord is good, from him my hope 1 H :ake. 
25 For them that ſeck him he will not torſaxe. 
is good to hope and patiently attend 


That quiet which the Lord at laſt may fend : 


'Tis patience far o'erpaid when God 's thy friend. 
27 *Tis good at firtt to bear th' afflicting rod, 
For youth, when protperous, is vain and proud, 


And what is beſt is {till ordain'd by God. 


28 Yet dilmal tilence does my ſpirits wound, 
Men neither peace nor comfort can be found, 
29 I bow my humble head ev'n to the ground, 
To icck for hopes and am fo low become, 
d That ev'n reproaches are with patience borne, 


| Ad do the inſulting toe I'm made a tcora. 


vol. u. V 34 But 
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And though a while his mercics he doth ſever, 


| 31 But yer the Lord will not forſake me ex ery. } 


32 At length he will my weary foul deliver. E 
33 Unwillingly he puniſheth, and flow ; 5 } 


Bur all his works do his compaſſion ſhow, 
His unexhauſted mercies ever flow. 


34 All, who injuſtice do, his ſoul diſdains, 


Such as add weight to weary captives' chains. 


35 That hardy fool, who, fearleſs of his powers, 
36 Dares turn aſide from right, the Lord abhors. 
37 Whole ſtrength 's like his? whoſe word like his is 


The Lord's commands for ever will endure. (fore? 


35 Hath not God power? Whate'er he wills! is belt. 

39 Then why complain we when for ſins oppreſt? 
40 Ah! let us rather ſeek to find our fault, | 
41 And cry to him ere to deſtruction brought. 

42 We have tranſgreſs'd, we have rebell'd; and thou | 
Doſt neither pardon vet nor pity ſhow. _ : 
233 Thy fiery wraths againſt us yet remain, | 

44 Thou hatt not pitied, though we ſtill complain, j 

45 But hid'ſt thyſelf, and doſt our prayers diſdain. 

45 From conquering foes ev'n ſcorn 1 is calmly borne ; 
But we are now to every one a ſcorn, 
47 Fear and deſtruction now is ever near; ] 


Vet our ſwift men do antedate our fear, 
And hardly give us leiſure to deſpair. 


40 For this I waſte myſelf with weary cares, 
Becauſe ev'n thought 's leſs active than our ſnares. 
50 And till the Lord look down and pity ſend, 

51 My ſoul will droop, my torrows Know nv end, 


—_ 


45 For this each night I drown my ſelf in tears, } 


LaxENTATITOxs PARAPHRASED. ry 


To ſce that ſwift deftruRion which depends 

I hy daughters, Zion, deſtitute of friends : 
Alas! what ruin 's this the Lord intends? 

5 Mine enemies o'cutake ; I vainly fly: 


53 Wearied with chains, as vainly wiſh to . . 'F 


4 For neither help, nor hope, nor death, is nigh- 


5; With griefs o'erwhelm'd : griefs crueler than 
I call'd upon thy name with fervent breath. [death, 
<< Thou heard'ſt my cry ; at laſt then, Lord, return; 


Let not thy afflicted ſervant ever mourn. 

57 T know thy mercies, Lord: thou wilt draw n near. 
Thy gracious pardon I already hear, | 
Which bids my afflicted ſou! forget her fear. 


Thou plead'ſt my cauſe, and doſt excuſe my. fault, | 


And ſav'ſt my foul when near deſtruction brought. 
£9 Be thou my judge, Almighty Lord! tor thou 
Art gracious ſtill, and wilt thy mercy ſhow, | 
s Thou haſt ſcen all their wrong, and know? my 
Aud 'tis from thee alone I ſeek rclief, — & [grich, 
v1 Thou know'ſt their ſecret. thoughts, and heard & 
their ſcorn. 


v2, 63 All thoſe reproaches which by me were . 


' 64 Give them, O Lord, what they deſerve trom thee, | 
e 'Thy curle, and everlatiing miſery, | 
66 6 Let ſorrows, ſuch as ours, to them be given; 

| Dcltroy them, Lord, from underneath thy WG. 3 
Aud from all comfort let their ſouls be driven. 


a by YA - 7 She 48 . "I 2 
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| By cuſtom rough, by nature ſtern and wild, 
To their own young are affable and mild. 


For bread now pines in ſtreets, as if he thought, 
Such public penance expiated his fault; 

_ Whiltt thoſe, once cloath'd in ſcarlet, now are found | 
Bow'd with their weight of ſorrows on the ground. 


„% MISCELLANY POEMS. 


ARGUMENT or CHAP. i. 


"Vos: t. Zion bewaileth her pitiſul eltare. She eonfeſerh. her 


fins, 21. Edom is threatened, 22. Zion is comforted, 


OW dim and faint thy glory is become, 
And ev'n the pride o' th' ſanctuary o'erthrown. 
2 Thy gold is droſs become, its lights decay; 
Thy ſhining ornaments are fled away, 
And thou t' ignoble ſcorn art made a prey. 
3 Even the monſters which the oceans vield, 


The daughter of my people is not ſo, 
To her own children ſhe becomes a foe. 


Cruel and wild, of pity void and ſhame, _ 
Ex'n ſavage beaſts, compar'd to her, are tame. 


4 Here, with wild hunger pin'd, an infant grieves, 


: There, parch'd with thirſt, whilſt none his thirſt relieves ee. 


$ The wanton Epicure, by hunger taught 


That was not real good which once he ſought, 


To better judgements by his ſorrows brought, 


She in a moment periſh'd ; thou, alas! 

In lingering torments doſt each day decrcafe, 
Her mighty ruin in a moment paſs'd, 
And ev'n prevented all her fears with haſte, 


6 Thy puniſhment is worſe than Sodom's was; 4 
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LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED. 27 
7 That perfect pureneſs which ſurpaſs'd the ſnow, 
$ All that delightful white is fullied now. 
Who is it now their brightneſs can reſtore ? 
Alas! their ſhining beauty is no more. 
9 Better from ſwords have ta'en a nobler death, 
Than to fierce hunger thus reſign our breath, 

10 Their hunger muſt be ſharp, their wants be great, - 
When mournful mothers their own children cat 
(Unnatural and unbecoming meat). 

17 The mighty Lord hath rais'd his anger r high ; 
P-tolate, waſte, and wild, the nations lie. 

Ve know his firength, and feel his mighty power, 
110 kindled anger doth like flames devour. 
2 The wile and great in this were all decciv d: 
Jeruſalem 3 is loſt, which none believ'd. 
Yet they amaz'd behold her mighty fall, 
And ſce the enemy within her wall. 
13 Tis for her uns; the Lord is righteous ſtill. 
14 Her prieſts and prophets have deſerv'd this ill. 
The blood o' th' zuſt, which they have blindly flain, 
For vengeance cries, and all their glories (tain. 
- 15 They made themſelves a terror to mankind, 

And in their crimes could no where ſhelter find. 
All eried, “ Depart from us, approach not near.” 
Even the Heathcn bluth'd 'rwixrt ſhame and fear, 
And cried, “ Thete fianers thall not ſojourn here.” 

16 Now they ie divided, none his anger ſpar'd, 
The Lord to prictt nor prophet had regard, 
Tue counſels of the elders all reject, 

And mock that awful power which drew re ſpe 
From all bcholders once, now cold neglect. 
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4 heartleſs people, wearied, and undone, 


2 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


ty For us: we watch and wal ourſelves all day, 
For a loit land whoſe help is fled away. 


18 The enemy ſtil} watches to geſtroyz ; 


We crv, © Our end is near!” and with to die, 


Since we have ſeen the eng of all our jov. 
19 Swifter than eagles our purſuers are, 
They perſecute and take us every where, 


No wilderneſs can ſhelter from their ſnare. 


20 The Lord's Anointed, him in whom we live, 
In whom we hope for help, for whom we pricve, 
Is violently from us ta'en away; 


| 0 him our health, our help, our hopes decay 


Ve thought under his ſhadow we might liv e, 


is n amongſt Heathens, and forget to gricve. 


21 Rejoice not, Edom, for thy fall bs nigh 


The bitter dravght we drank thou canſt not fly. | 
232 Our griefs now paſs away, thy ſhame comes on, 
Like this deſpiſed land thou ſhalt become. 


23 Inſulting Edom, ſpight of all thy ſcorn, 


Thou 't feel what weight of crimes by thee is borne, 


When like af Zion thou ſhalt mourn, 


ARGUMENT OF CHAP, V. 


A pitiful complaint of Zion, in prayer, unto God. 


Zmember, Lord, our ſorrows, and draw near; ; 
Look oa their ſcorn, our ruin, and our fear, 


a Whilſt our poſſeſſions all are given away, 


And to inſulting ſtrangers made a prey, 
Wich our inheritance our hopes decay. 


3 Orphans and widows we are all become, 


4 Thoſe 


LAMENTATIONS PARAPHRASED. 23 


4 Thoſe common elements which bountcous Heaven 
To the whole univerſe hath freely given, 
By us are dearly bought; we know no reſt, 
But are by every one ſcorn'd and oppreſs'd., 
6 To ſtrangers and to enemies we bow, 
 - Ev'n thoſe we ruled once, we ſuc-to now. 
Our fathers finn'd, and we have borne the blame. 
$ Better, like them, we ad not out-liv'd our lame. 
Death is a milder fate than living ſhame. J 
9 ln peril of our lives our bread we tought; 
Al we obtain muſt be with danger bought. 


10 Our wants are great, and none thoſe wants ſupply; 


Our kin, with famine ſhrunk, is parch'd, and dry. 
11 The rape of women, and their, tender cries, 
Echo each day to the unmindful Kies. 
12 They lay the princes, and the elders ſcorn; 
13 M'hilſt painful burdens by our youth are borne, 
14 The intants periſh helpleſs and forlorn, 
The elders ceaſe to judge, but not to mourn. 
15 The afflicted youth their dance and muſic teaſe; 
Their help is gone, their Joy, and all their peace. 
16 Alas! we ave ſinn' d, the crown from oft our 
head 
- Is fallen now; our hearts are faint and dead, 
4 eyes are dimm d, and all our glory fled. 
18 Thou, Zion, now ant deſolate become, 
Thy angry Lord hath left thee all alone. 
19 Thy tluone, O Lord, for ever will endure ; ; 
20 Thy power and glory is for ever ſure. 
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„%% 3 
But why doſt thou ſo long thy ſervants leave ? | b 


21 Turn us to thee, and bid us ceaſe to grieve, 


Renew our days, that we again may live. 


22 But thou art angry ſtill, and we o'ercome, 
With loads of griets and cares are quite o'erthrown, 


Griev d and delpis'd, diltraRted and undone. 


MEN ALCAS:. AND ENOSIA, 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
BY THE DU KE OF WHARTON *, 


| @CCASIONED BY AN AMOUR HE HAD, WHEN 'S- 


YouTH, WITH A MARRIED LADY. 


MENALCAS. 5 
HY ſtays my Fair *—Sce the thick ſhades deſcend, 5 


Night hurries on l cannot bear delay 


My flocks, with eager fondnefs, ſwift, I penn'd, 


To ſteal one moment from the joylets day. 
N 3 | : One 

„This unprincipled and unthinking genius, only ſon of 
the marquis of Wharton by Lucy his ſecond lady, was 
born in December 1698, and educated under the immediate 
inſpection of his father, who anxiouſly endeavoured to qua- 


lify him for the high ſtation his birth gave him reaſon to 
expect. The firſt ſource of his unhappineſs was a precipitate 


marriage with the daughter of major general Holmes, an 


amiable lady, but fo infinitely his inferior in rank and fortune 
that their union haſtened the marquis's death, which hap- 
pened April 12, 1715, when the young lord had little more 
than entered into his 19th year, Early in 1716 he indulged 
bis defire of ig, and viſited ſcveral courts of Germany, 


Parti- 


ME NALC AS AND ENOSIA. 25 


One bliſsful moment but 'twas hop'd in vain, | 

; Each, cruel, riſes darker than the laſt : 

Parker my ſoul than all—there grief and pain 
Wound deep, and far more gloomy horrors caſt, 
| She comes! Night turns to day before her eyes; 
So rant all — griets, ſo riſe my V 

we. _ENOSIA. 
particularly that of enen When at Lyons, he preſented |] 
a very fine horſe to the chevalier de St. George, who in- 
vited him to Avignon, and flattered him with the vifionary 
title of Duke of Northumberland. Continuing there but 
one day, he made a viſit at St. Germains to the dowager of 
An king James the Second. A friend expoſtulating with him on 
this conduct, he anſwered, © that he had pawned his principles 
to Gordon, the Pretender's banker, for a confiderable ſum ; 
and till he could repay him, he muſt be a Jacobite; but 
when that was done, he would again return to the Whigs,” | 
Ile came back to England in December 1716; and ſoon ſet out 
for Ireland, where, on account of his extraordinary qualities, 
he was admitted, though under age, to take his ſeat in the 
houſe of peers where, having diſtinguiſhed himſelf as 4 
violent partizan for the miniſtry, he was taken notice of by 
king George I. who created him a duke, Jan. 20, 117. 
When he came of age, he was introduced into the houſe of 
lords in Evgland with the greateſt blaze of reputation; but 
ſoon changed ſides again, and heartily oppoſed the court. 
His ſpeech againſt the miniſtry, Feb. 4, 1720-21, had a 
fatal effect; earl Stanhope anſwering it with ſo moch 
warmth that he burſt a blood-veſſel and died. He was one 
of the molt forward in defence of Bp. Atterbury in 1723 ; 
and profeſſedly commenced author, by publiſhing his thoughts 
ewice a week in a b paper called „The True Bruton.” His 
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E N Oo 8 I A. 
And art x thou here 0 welcome to my arms! 
Welcome as kindly ſhowers to thirſty earth! 


Welcome as fummer to the fields it warms ! 


Or Fade harveſts after years of dearth! 
Welcome! ; 


ewig profuſion had in the mean time ſo e iz 
eſtate that he reſolved to go abroad in order to clear it. He 


viſited Vienna and Madrid; and, after ſhewing by his con- 


duct at both theſe courts his diflike to the illuſtrious family 
on the Britiſh throne, entered openly into the ſervice of 
the Pretender. Whilſt thus employed abroad, his dutcheſs, 
who had been negleed dy him, died in England, April 14, 

1726, without iffue; and he ſoon atter married Madam 


Oberne, one of the maids of honour to the queen of Spain. 


After this marriage, he patied ſome time at Rome, under the 
title of Duke of Northumberland, and accepted a blue rib- 
band from the Ptetender, whoſe confidenee he enjoyed 25 
long as his natural volubility would permit. To prevent his 
falling into actual diſgrace, he quitted Rome, and offered 


himielf to the King of Spain as a volunteer at the ſiege of 
\ Gibraltar. His ſervices were accepted: but he foon grew 


weary, and wiſhed to return again to the court of the Cheva- 
lier; who found means to diſſuade him from this intention. 


He took up his refidence at Rouen in May, 1728; about 


which time a dill of indictment was preferred againſt him in 
England for high treaſon, The Chevalier ſupplied him with | 


= eat for his ſupport; which was ſoon very profuſely ſquan- 
dered away. After this period he removed to Orleans, to 
| Naniz, and to Bilboa. In the beginning of 1731, the Duke 


declined fo faſt, being in his quarters at Lerida, that he had 
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Welcome! as Love can make thee! -O my heart ! 


See how the little flutterer tells its joy: 
A thouſand things it ſtruggles to impart ; 
Too ſoft for words, for eloquence too high: 
Vet this its every motion bids thee ſee, 
. N ls ner ! O! tis full of thee En: 
MEN A 1 


not the uſe of his limbs ſo as to move without dane 
He received ſome benefit from mineral waters; but relapſed in 
| May at Terragona, aud fell into one of the fainting fits to which 
he had been for ſome time ſubieR, at a ſmall village, and was 
utterly deſtirute of the neceſſaries of life, till ſome chari- 
table fathers of a Bernardine convent offered him the aſſiſtance 
their houſe afforded, The duke accepted the propoſal; was 
removed to their convent; and under their hoſpitable roof, 
after languiſhing a week, died without one friend or acquain- 
tance to cloſe his eyes. He was buried in the ſame manner 
in which the fathers inter thoſe of their own fraternity. | 
His character, which was admĩrably drawn by Mr. Pope, 


in oe of his Moral Effays (Epiſtle I. ver. 185.) is thus 
elegantly enlarged on by an ingentous writer who had 
every opportunity of being well-informed : “ Like Buck- 
« ingham and Rocheſter he comforted all the grave and dull 
&« by throwing away the brighteſt profuſion of parts on witty 


„ fooleries, debaucheries, and ſcrapes, which may mix graces 


© with a great character, but never can compoſe one. If 
„Julius Cæſar had only vioted with Cariline, he had never 


been Emperor of the World. Indeed the Duke of Wharton 


« was not made for conqueſt : he was not equally formed 


e for a Roundhouſe and Pharſalia. In one of his ballads he 
. 66 has bantered his own want of heroiſm ; 3 it as in a ſong 
| | 60 he 
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MENALCAS. 


0 my ſoul's joy! may I be never bleſs'd, 


If I not love ther more than heroes fame, 


: Alore than the weary traveller his reſt, 


Than dees the nere, or ewes the render lamb. 


« be made © on 11 . by the gvard in St. Joan $ Park, 
* for ſinging the Jacobite air, The Aing ſhalt bave [ej] bis 


% un again, e 


« The Duke he drew out half his "ERR 
« The Guard drew out the relt. | 
« His levities, wit, and want of principles, his ebene and 


« adventures, are too well known to be recapitulated. With 
attachment to no party, though with tal-nts to 


govern any 
„ party, this lively man changed the free air of Wettmintier 
t for the gloom of the Eſcurial, the profpect of King 


George's Garter for the Pretender's; and, with indifference 
to all religion, the frolic Lord, v ho had writ the ballad on 


« the Archbithop ol Canterbury, died in the hand of a Ca- 
% puchin. It is difficult to give an account of the works of ſo 


% mercurial a man, whoſe 1; brary was a tavern, and women 


« of pleature his Muſes. A thouſand fallies of his imagi- 
« nation have been loſt; he no more wrote for fame than 


he acted for it.” Noble Authors, vol. II. p. 130. —My 


intention was to have printed all the duke of Wharton's poe- 


tical productions in this volume; but having been informed, 


whilſt this ſheet was actually in the preſs, that a cemplet 


collection of them was preparing by an ingenious gentleman 
who has been long collecting materials expreſsly for that 


purpoſe, I read!ly relinquiſh my firſt deſign; and fubmit 


two only of this nobleman's poems to the publ: ok, as a fſpe- 
cimen of his uncommon tale ats. N. | 


J hou 
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Thou art my joy, my comfort, my ſupport, 
Thy ſmiles my heaven, thy love my only care, 
| My all of pleaſure this—alas ! how ſhort 
To eaſe the ſufferings of the toilſome year! 
O Fate! O Heaven! how juſtly I complain f 
A moment's pleaſure, for an age of Pain. 
1 EN 0 8 1 A. 
Arore than the ſelf 1 bear in all thy its; 
Baut at thy preſence all my griefs depart : 
That wears a charm, which every care diſpels; 
And fills with tranſport thy Enoſia's heart. 
But ſee! the riſing moon, the one; day, 
Has filrer d o'er von mountain's graſſy head: 5 
Thanks for her friendly beams, they M light thy way, 
And ſafe dire thee o'cr the watery mead. | 


O ftay then! bleſs me, while Fate gives thee leave; 


Too, too much time ſhe gives us both to e 


U EN AL CAS. 
Wirneſs, ve powers, who guard the i innocent, 

How much my longing ſoul deſires to ſtay: 
Nor ſhould the dangerous moor our joys prevent, 
O tis th' hard-hearted man I 'm forc'd t obey. 

Ile knows not Love, nor Pity ; cruel mind! 
Nor can I gain a moment's time fur thee; 
But ſtol'n as this, or when I 'm ſent to find 
Some ſtraggler from our folded company. 
O firay they ever! the dear wanderers prove 
My certain guides to joy, and peace, aud love. 


No- 
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| E NOS A. | 
Alenaleas, Ol thy ſorrows wound my ſou]. 
Believe me, generous, dear, unhappy ſwain, 
Could tears, or hourly prayers to Heaven, control 
The fate that dooms the guiltleſs to ſuch pain, 
Long ſince hadſt thou been happy ! I have cauſe 
Doubly to mourn thoſe griefs I doubly bear : 


Tears my own forraw for thy abſence draws, 


Bur thine demands a flood for every tear: 
Diſtracting thought! it will, *twill fill my exe 
With grict that will be ſcen, though thou art by. 

M EBENAL CAS. 


7 Tears my Enoſia O thou ſweeteſt Maid, | 


Forbear, forbrar the cruel tendernets : 
Tis death !—alas | thy hate could ſcarce have 14 
A ſuter ruin on my ſinking peace ! | 
©, muſt I leave thee thus? Alexis there 
Runs from his bleſs'd Eliza trembling home : : 
That happy Maid! how 1s it ſhe can der | 
Unpaia'd thoſe ills, that all thy peace conſume ! ! 
But abſence is unjuſtly cruel ſtil], 
And thoſe who trueſt love, its torture 5 faarpeſt teel, 
E NOS IA. 


Pines not the conſtant turtle for her EY 


With mournful cooings all the tedious dax; 


While chirping ſparrows bear with calc the fate 


That ſnatches th” object of their love away ? 
Eliza's flame no more can cqual mine, 

Than can Alexis be compar'd to thee: 
Beauty alone their Love eſteems divine, 

And ſmiles from thouſand, thouland corments "Pg 


But | 


IE NAL CAS AND EN OS IA. 1 


But where exalted merit charms the ſoul, 
There can the ſtings of abſence all our Joys control, 
| MENALCAS. 
_ jullly ſaid! my ſad example proves 
his fatal truth, whene'er I part from thee : 
The mighty joy, that 's paſt, my ſoul but mores 
The more to curſe its laſting miſery. 
So the tir'd pilgrim, while a ſhort od - 
55 as eas'd his toil, and clos'd his aching eyes, 


cs the wide Heaven a glorious ſcene diſcloſe, : 
Ao. opening, crown him with immortal joys. | 
But when with fleep his Heaven is fled away, 
More lad, purſues the labours of the painful day. [ 
ON THE BANISHMENT OF CICERO. } 
BY THE DUKE OF WHARTON. | 
WHEN BP, ATTERBURY WAS BANISHED. 5 

95 . 85 N | | i 

A J o'er the ſwelling ocean's tide 

An exile Tully rode, | | 
The bulwark of the Roman ſtate, y 
In act, in thought, a god ; | 


The ſacred genius of majeſtic Rene 
Deſcends, and thus laments her patriot s doom. 


«6 Farewell ! renown'd i in arts, farewell l 
Thus conquer'd by thy foe, Rs 
of honours and of friends depriv'd, 
In exile thou muſt go: | 
Yet go content; thy look, thy will, ſedate, | 
Thy ſoul ſuperior to che ſhocks of fate, 


Thy 
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Thy wiſdom was thy only guilt, 
Ii Lan! Thy virtue, thy offence, _ 
| With god-like zeal thou didſt eſpouſe 
Thy country's juft defence: 
No ſordid hopes could chaim thy ſteady foul, 
ef | Dor fears, nor guilty numbers, could control. 
} What though the nobleſt patriots ſtood 
Firm to thy {acred cauſe, 
What though thou could'ſt dif play t the force 
Of rhetoric and of laws; 
No eloquence, no reaſon, could repel 
The united ſtrength of Clodius and of Hell. 
Thy mighty ruin to effect 
What plots have been devis'd! 
What arts, What p<rJuries, been us'd! 
What laws and nies deſpis i | 
How many fools and knaves by bribes allur'd, 
| And witneſſes by hopes and threats fecur'd ! 


And vet they act their dark deceit 
Veil'd with a nice diſguiſe, 
And form a ſpecious ſhew of right 
From treachery and lyes; _ 
With arbitrary power the people awe, 
And coin unjuſt oppreſſion into law. 


e _ 
Er Ditto go n 
A 1 


Let Clodius now in grandeur reign, 
Let him exert his power, 
A ſhort-liv'd monſter in the land, 
The monarch of an hour ; 
Let pageant fools adore their woo Jen god, 
Ard alt againſt their ſenſes at his nod. 
I 


Pierce 


THE BANISHMENT OF * CICERO. 
Pierc'd by an untimely hand 
To earth ſhall he deſcend, 


Though now with gaudy honours cloath'd, 
Inglorious in his end. 


Bleſt be the man who does his power defy, 
And dares or OP canes Or brave! Y die. 
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INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. LORD LOXSDALES, 


« Cum opus eſt intactæ Pall adis urbem 
CO Carmine perpetus cclebrare“ == 


11 or. 1 Od. vi 


Nil sr vou, my J. wy ado rn that ſtately ſeat, 
Where ſhining Beauty makes her ſott retreat, 
1 oy ing all thoſe graces, uncontrol'd. 
Which nobleſt vouths would die but to behold ; 
hilt you inhabit Lowther's awful pile, 
A ſuucture wor the ot the tounder's toil; 
Amaz'd we ſee the former Loaldale t ſhine 
In each defccadent of his noble line: 


Richard, ſecond lord. v-ſcount Lontdaic. He diod of 


dhe {mall 50 Der. FI hr 


7 Sir J bn Lowtaer 5 of the early Dromoters or the ow 


velation, Was Conftituied vice-chamverlain to King William 


and Queen Maty on their advancement ro the throne; cre- 


cd baraw. Lowther. aud viicount Lenſdale Nay 28, 1666 ; 
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But moſt tranſported and ſurpriz'd we view 


Dalude the time with an unhallow'd ſong, 
Which thus my thanks to much-lov'd Oxford pays, 


And all the gay variety expeſe ? 
For whereſoe'er I turn my wondering eyes, 
Aſpiring towers and verdant groves ariſe, 


And mazy rivers murmur all the wav. 


Though pomp and ſtate the coſily ſeat diſplay, 
Were Art fo nicelyhas adorn'd the place, 
Tha Nature's aid might ſcem an uſeleſs grace; 


That vain ani necdleſs are the ſtrokes of Art. 
In equal tate our riſing ſtructures ſhine, 


„% MISCELLANY POEMS, 


His ancient glorics all reviv'd in you, 
Where charms and virtues join their equal grace, 


Your father's godlike foul, your mother's lovely face. 


Me Fo:tune. and kind Heaven's indulgent care, 
To famous Oxford and the Muſes bear, | 
Where, of all ranks, the blooming youths combine 
To pay due homage to the mighty Nine, 

And ſnatch, with ſmiling joy, the laurel crown, 
Due to the learned honours of the gown. 
Here I, the meaneſt of the tuneful throng, 


In no ungrateful, though una ful lays, 
Where ſhall I firſt the beautcous ſcene di 8 


Immortal greens the {miling plains array, 


O! might your eyes behold cach ſparkling come, 
And freely v'er the beautcous proſpect roam, 


Leſs raviſh'd your own Lowther you'd ſurvey, 


Yer Nature's ſmiles fuch various charms impart, 


Fram'd by ſuch rules, and form'd by ſuch deſign, 
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x That here, at once ſurpriz'd and pleas'd, we view | 
Old Athens loſt and conquer'd in the new, N 
More ſweet our ſhades, more fit our bright abodes 
For warbling Mules, and inſpiring Gods. 

Great Vanbrook's * ſelf might own each artful draughit 
Equal to models in his curious thought, 
Nor ſcoru a fabrick by our plans to frame, 


Or in immortal labours ſing their fame; 


Botli ways he ſaves them from deſtroying fate, 
If he but praiſe them, or but imitate. | 
See, where the ſacred Sheldon's haughty dome 
Rivals the ſtately pomp of ancient Rome, 
Whoſe form, fo great and noble, ſeems defign'd 
T' expreſs the grandeur of its Founder's mind. 
Here, in one lofty building, we behold _ 
Whate'er the Latian pride could boaſt of old. 


True, no dire combats feed the ſavage eye, 


And ſtrow the ſand with ſportive cruelty ; 

But, more adorn'd with what the Muſe inſpires, 

It tar outſhines their bloody theatres, 

D-lightful ſcene ! when here, in equal verſe, 

The youthful Bards their godlike Queen rehearſe, 

T0 Churchill's wreaths Apollo's laurel join, 

And fing the plains of Hockſtet and . | 
Next let the Muſe record our Bodlcy's feat ! 

And aim at numbers, like the ſubje&, great: 
All hail, thou fabrick, ſacred to the Nine, 

Thy fame immortal, and thy form divine! 


Sir John Vanbrugh. See III. 143. IV. 337. N. 
+ The Theatre. T. f The Bodleian Library. T. 7 
i Who 
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Who to thy praiſe attempts the dangerous flight, 
Should in thy vaitous tongues be taught to write; 
Hlis verſe, like thee, a lofty dreſs ſhould wear, 
And breathe the genius which inhabits there; 
Thy proper lays alone can make thee live, 
And pay that fame, which firſt thyſelf didſt give. 
So fountains, which through ſccret channels flow, 
And pour above the floods they take below, 
Back to their Father Ocean urge their way, 
And to tho ſea, the ſtreams it gave, repay. 
No more we fear the militarv rege, 

Nurs'd- up in {ome obſcure barbarian age, 

Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine, | 
From thick-fenll'd heroes of the Gothic line, 
"Though pale the Romans ſaw thoſe' arms advance, | 
And wept their learning Joſt in ignorance. 
Let brutal rage around its terrors ſpread, 

The living murder, and conſume the dead, 

In impicus fires let nobleſt writings burn, 
And with their authors ſhare a common urn; 
Onlv, ye Fates, our lov'd Bodleian ſpare, 

Be II, and Learning's ſelf ſhall be your care, 
Here every art and every grace ſhall join, ; A - 
Collected Phoebus here alone ſhall ſhine, | 0 
Each other feat be dark, and this be all divine. 

Thus when the Greeks imperial Troy defac'd, 
Aud to the ground its fatal walls debas'd, 
In vain they burn the work of hands divine, 
And. vow deftruttion to the Dardan line, 
Whilſt good ZEneas flies th' unequal wars, 
And, with his guaitian Gods, lulus bears, | 
| ; N | 0O¹⁴ 
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Old Troy for ever ſtands in him alone, 
And all the Phrygian kings {ſurvive in one. 
Here (ill preſides each Sage's reverend ſhade, 
In ſoft repoſe and caſy grandeur laid; 
Their deathleſs works forbid their fame to die, 
Nor Time ufelf their perſons ſhail deſtroy, 
Preſerv'd within the living gallery *. | 
What greater gift could bounteous Heaven beſtow, 
Than to be ſeen above, and read below ? | 
d With deep reſpect I bend my duteous head, 
= To ſee the faithful likeneſs of the dead; 
S BurO! what Muſe can equal warm:! u impart 
The Parnter's Kill tranſcends the Poet's art. 
When round the pic ur'd Founders L deſcte, 
With goodneſs ſoft, and great with majeſty, 
So much of life the artful colours give, 
Scarce more within their Colleges they live. 
Mi, blood begins in wilder rounds to roll, 


And ple ang tumults combat in my foul ; 
Ao humble awe my downcalt eyes betray, 


end only lets than adoration pay. 
Lach were the Roman Fathers, when, o'crcome, _ 
nen ſaw the Gaul infult o'er conquer'd Rome; 
Each capuve-ſeem'd tlie haughty victor's lord, 
Ang proftrate chiefs their awtul flaves ador'd. 

Such art as this adoras your Lowrher's hall, 
Wehre tealting Gods catouſe upon the wall; 
The neftar, which creating paint ſupplies, 
Intoxicates gach picas'd ſpectator's eyes; 

* The Picture-gallery. T. 
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Who view, amaz'd, the figures heavenly fair, 
And think they breathe the true Elyſian air. 
With ſtrokes ſo bold, great Verrio's hand has drawn 
The Gods in dwellings brighter than their own. _ 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures, I behold 
What lively features grac'd each Bard of old; 
Such lips, I think, did guide his Wu 8 
In ſuch an air as this the Poet ſung; | 
Such eyes as theſe glow'd with the ſacred fire, 
And hands like theſe employ'd the vocal lyre. 
Quite raviſh'd, I purſue each image o'er, 
And ſcarce admire their deathleſs labours more. 
See where the gloomy Scaliger appears, 
Each ſhade is eritick, and each feature ſneers; 
The artful Ben fo ſmartly ſtrikes the ey e, 
I more than {ee a fancy'd comedy ; 
The muddy Scotus crowns the motley ſhew, a+ 
And metapliy ſicks cloud hi: wrinkled brow, 
But diſtant awe invades my beating breaſt, 
To ſee great Ormond in the paint expreſt; 
Wirh fear I view the figure from afar, 
Which burns with noble ardour for the war; | 
But near approaches free my doubting mind, 
"0 view ſuch. ſweetneſs with ſuch grandeur join'd. 
Here ſtudious heads the graver tablet ſhews, 
And there with martial warmth the picture glows; 
The blooming youth here boaſts a brighter hue, 
And painted virgins far outſhine the true, 
Ha!!, Colours, which with Nature bear a ſtrife, 
: Aud only want a VOICE to perfect lite ! 


The 
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The wondering ſiranger makes a ſudden ſtand, 
* pays low homage to the lovely baad ; 
Within each frame a real Fair believes, 
py vainly thinks the mimiic canvaſs lives; 
Till, undeceiv'd, he quits th' enchanting ſhew, 
Pleas'd with the art, though he laments it too. 
So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, 
And aim'd at pleaſures worthy of a God, 
A brautcous cloud was form'd by angr, Jove, 
Fit to invite, though not indulge his love; 
The mortal thought he ſa Its Goddeſs ſh ne, 
And all the lying Graces look'd divine; 
But when with heat he claſp 'd her fancied charms 
The empty vapour baulk'd his eager arms. 
_ Loth to depart, I leave tl inviting ſcene, 
Vet ſeatce forbear to view it o'er again; 
But fill new objects give a new delight, 
And various proſpects blels the wandering lights. 
Aloft in late the airy towers ariſe, ws 
And with new luſtre deck the wondering (ics ; 
Lo! to what heig! it the Schools aſcending reach, 
Built with that art which they alone can teach; 
The lotty dome expands her ſpacious gate, 
Where all the decent Graces jointly wait 
In every ſhape the God of : Fits 
And <rouda of Sages fill th“ courts. 
With wonders fraught the bright Muſcum ice, 
Itfelf the greateſt curioſity ! 
Where Nature's choice! treaſure, all PIER TRE 
Delight at once, and quite confound the mind; 
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Ten thouſand ſplendors ftnke the dazzled eye, 
And form on earth another galaxy. 

Here colleges in ſweer confuſion riſe, 
There temples ſeem to reach their native ſkies; 
Spires, towers, and groves, compoſe the various ſhew, 
And mingled proſpects charm the doubting view; 
"Who can deny their characters divine, 
Without reſplendent, and inſpir'd within? 
But, fince above my weak and artlefs lays, 
Let their own Poets fing their equal praiſe. 
One labour more my grateful verſe renews, 
And rears alott the low-defcending Muſe ; 
The building “, parent of my voung eſſays, 
Aiks in return a tributary praife. 
Pitlars fublime bear up tlie learned weight, 
Aud antique Sages tread the pompous height; 
hilſt guardian Muſes ſhade the happy piles, 
Ar all around diftuſe propitious ſimiles. 
Here Lancaſter, adorn'd with every grace, 
Stands chief ia merit, as the chicf in place: 
To hrs lov'd name our e earlisſt lays belong, 
The theme at once, and patron of our ſong. 
Long may he o'r his much-lov'd Queen's preſide, 
Our ait* encom age, and our countels guide; 
Till atter-apes, ted with glad furprize, 
Bohold his image all majelſtic rite, 

View now in pomp a venerable band, 

Priaces and Queens, and holy Fathers, ſtand. 


* Queen' s Calle ge n . see Tickell s poem on 
the new build.ngs at this college, vol. IV. hp. p. 316. N. 
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Good Egylesfield ® claims homage from the eye, 


And the hard ſtone ſeems ſoft with piety ; 


The mighty monarchs ſtill the ſame appear, 


| And every marble frown provokes the war; 


Whilſt rugged rocks, mark'd with Philippa's face, 
Soften to charms, and glow with new-born grace. 


A fight leſs noble did the warriors yield, 


m_—_ 


Transform'd to ſtatues by the Gorgon ſhield ; 
Diſtorting fear the coward's form confeſt, 


And fury ſeem'd to heave the hero's breaſt ; 


The lifeleſs rocks each various thought berray'd, 
And all the ſoul was in the ſtone difplay'd. 
Too high, my verſe, has been thy daring flight, 
Thy ſofter numbers now the groves invite, 
Where {lent ſhades provoke the ſpeaking lyre, 
And chearful objects happy ſongs inſpire, 
At once beſtow rewards, and thoughts infuſe, 
Compoſe a garland, and fupply a Muſe. 
Bchold around, and ſee the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming ſcene; 
Th' eternal buds no deadly Winter fear, 
But ſcorn the coldeſt feafon of the year; 
Apollo ſure will bleſs the happy place, 
Which his own Daphne condeſcends to grace; b 
For here the everlaſting laurels grow, 
In every grotto, and on every brow. 


| Proſpects ſo gay demand a Congreve's ſtrains, 


To call the Gods and Nymphs upon the plains ; 
Pan yields his empire o'er the ſylvan throng, 
VIcas'd ro ſubmit to his ſuperior fong ; 


Robert Egglesfield, B. D. the founder, 1340. N. 
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Great Denham's genius looks with rapture down, 
Ard Spenter's ſhade reſigns the rural crown. 
ie with great thoughts, a thouſand Sages rove 
Through every field, and ſolitary grove 
W hotc fouls, aſcending an exalted height, 
Out-foar.the drooping Muſe's vulgar flight, 
That longs to fee her darling votaries laid 
B. neath the covert of fome gentle ſhade, 
b purling ſtreams and warbling birds conſpire 
Fo aid £1 enchantments of the trembling Ivre. 
car me, tome God, to Chriſt-Church, royal ſeat, 
A lay me ſottly in the green retreat, 
Wire Aldrich holds o'er Wit the ſovereign power, 
And crowns the Poets which he taught before. 
To .\!drich Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
The nobleſt trophy of the conquer'd iſle; _ 
add nev warmth to our poetic fire, 
A gives to England the Hibernian lyre. 
P..iltps, by Phœbus and his Aldrich taught, 
Siags with that heat wherewith his Churchill fought, 
Unf-:tcr'd, in great Dlilton's ſtrain he writes, 
Like Milton's angels whilſt his hero fights z 
Pius the Bard, whilit he with honour can, 
E als the Poct, and exccls the man. 
Oer all the plains, the ſtreams, and woods around, 
Ti: plealtong lavs of {wcetcit Bars reſound; 
A faithful echo every note returns, 
Ani liſtening: River-Gods neglect tlieir urns. 
Mn Cotington “* and Steele their virle unrein, 
Aud forin an caly, unaticcted ftraig, 


1 a ; p43 * 
® The great benctactor to All Souls College. N. 
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A double wreath of laurel binds their brow, 
As they are poets and are warriors too. 


Trapp's lofty ſcenes in gentle numbers flow, 
Like Dryden great, as ſoft as moving Rowe. 


When youthful Harriſon *, with tuncful ſkill, 
Makes Woodſtock Park ſcarce yield to Cooper's Hill; 
O14 Chaucer from th' Elyfian fields looks down, 

And ſees at length a genius like his own ; 


o harm'd with his lays, which reach the ſhades below, 


Fair Roſamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets the anguiſh of an injur'd foul, 
The fatal poignard, and invenom'd bowl. 

Apollo ſmiles on Magd'len's peaceful bowers, 
Pertuines the air, and paints the grot with flowers, 
Where Valden learn'd to gain the myrtle crown, 


And every Muſe was fond of Addiſon, 


Applauded man! for weightier truſts deſign'd, 
For once diſdain not to unbend rhy mind; 


Thy mother Iſis and her groves rehearſe, 
A ſubject not unworthy of thy verſe; 


So Latian fields will ceaſe to boaſt thy praiſe, 

And yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays: 

And when the age to come, from envy free, 

Wust thou to Virgil giv'ſt ſhall give to thee, 

lis, immortal by thi Poer's Kill, 

« Shall, in the fmooth deſcription, murmur full +; * 
New beauties ſhall adorn our ſylvan ſcene, 

And in thy numbers grow for ever green. 


* Of whom, ſee vol. IV. p. 180. N. 
+ Letter from Italy, by Mr. Addiſon. T. | | 
Danby's 
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Danby's fam'd gift * ſuch verſe as thine requires, 
Exalted raptures, and celeſtial fires; 
Apollo here ſhould plenteouſly impart, 
As well his finging, as his curing art; 
Nature herſelf the healing garden loves, 
Which kindly her declining ſtrength improves, 
Baffles the ſtrokes of unrelenting Death, 
Can break his arrows, and can blunt his teeth. 
How ſweet the landſkip! where, in living trees, 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules! 
There fam'd Achilles learns to live again, 
And looks yet angry in the mimic ſcene ; ot 
Here artful birds, which blooming arbours ſhew, 
Seem to fly higher, whilſt they upwards grow, 
From the ſame leaves both arms and warriors riſes 
And every bough a different charm ſupplies. 
So when our world the great Creator made, 
And, unadorn'd, the fluggiſh chaos laid, 
Horror and Beauty own'd their fire the tame, 
And Form itſelf from Parent Matter came, 
That lumpiſh mals alone was ſource of all, 
And Bards and Themes had one original. 
In vain the groves demand my ongar ſtay, 
The gentle Iſis watts the Muſe away 
With cale the river guides her eine ſtream, 
And haſtes to mingle with uxorious Thame, 
Attenipting Poets on her banks lie down, 
And quatt, inſpir'd, the better Helicon, 


* * 8 ** 


* The Thyſic-garden at Oxford. This hint was happily | 
taken-up en 1713 by Dr. Evans. See vol. III. p. 145. 5 
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Harmonious ſtrains adorn their various themes, 
Sweet as the banks, and flowing as the ſtreams. | 

Bleſs'd we, whom bounteous Fortune here has thrown, 
And made the various bleſſings all our own ! 
| Nor crowns, nor globes, the pageantry of ſtate, 

5 Upon our humble, eaſyv flumbers wait, 

E Nor aught that is Ambition's lofty theme 
Diſturbs our ſleep, and gilds the gaudy dream. 

| Touch'd by no ills which vex th' unhappy great, 

| We only read the changes in the ſtate, 

[-T triumphant M-rlborough's arms at diſtance hear, 
: And learn from Fame the rough events of war, 

| With pointed rhymes the Gallic tyrant pierce, 

| And make the cannon thunder in our verſe. 

See how the matchleſs youth their hours 1 improve, 
And in the glorious way to knowledge move * 
Eager for fame, prevent the riſing ſun, 

And watch the midnight labours of the moon. 
Not tender vears their bold attempts reſtrain, 

| Who leave dull Time, and haſten into man, 

Pure to the ſoul, and pleaſing to the eyes, 

Like angels youthful, and like angels wiſe. 

Some learn the inighty deeds of ages gone, 
And, by the lives of heroes, form their own, 
Now view the Granique choak'd with heaps of ſlain, 
And warring worlds on the Pharſalian plain; 
Now hear the trumpets clangour from afar, 

And all the dreadful harmony of war 
Now trace thoſe fecret tricks that loſt a ſtate, 
And ſcarch the fine· ſpun arts that made it great, 
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Correct thoſe errors that its ruin bred, 
And bid ſome long-loſt empire rear its ancient head. 
Others, to whom perſuaſive arts belong, 

(Words in their looks, and mutic on their tongue) 

Inſtructed by the wit of Greece and Rome, 
Learn richly to adorn their native home; 
Whilſt liſtening crowds confeſs the ſweet ſurprize, 
V' ich pleaſure in their breaſts, and wonder in their ey es. 

Here curious minds the latent feeds diſcloſe, 
And Nature's darkeſt labyrinths expoſe; 
Whilſt greater ſouls the diſtant worlds deſcry, 1 
Pierce to the out-ſtretch'd borders of the ſky, } 
Enlarge the ſearching mind, and broad expand the eye. 
O you, whoſe riftag years ſo great began, 

In whoſe bright youth I read the ſhining man; 
O Lonſdale, know what nobleſt minds approve, 
The thoughts they cheriſh, and the arts they love : 
Let theſe examples your young boſom fire, 
And bid your ſoul to boundleſs height aſpire. 
Nethinks I fee you in our ſhades retir'd, 
Alike admiring, and by all admir'd: 
_ Your eloquence now charms my ravith'd car, 
Which future ſenates ſhal! tranſported hear, 

Now mournful verſe inſpires a pleaſing woe, 

And now your cheeks with warlike fury glow, 
Whilſt on the paper fancy 'd fields appear, 

And proſpects of imaginary war,, 
Your martial ſoul ſees Hockſtet's fatal plain, 

Or fights the fam'd Ramilia o'er again. 
But I in vain theſe lofty names rehearſe, 

Above the faint attempts of humble verſe, 


Which 


TICKELL'Ss OXFORD. 47 
Which Garth ſhould in immortal ſtrains deſign, | 
Or Addiſon exalt with warmth divine 

A meaner ſong my tender voice requires, 
And fainter lays confeſs the fainter fires, 
By Nature fitted for an humble theme, 
A painted proſpect, or a murmuring ſtream, 
To tune a vulgar note in Echo's praiſe, Os” 
Whilſt Echo's ſelf reſounds the flattering lays, 
Or, whillt I tell how My ra's charms ſurprize, _ 
Paint roſes on her cheeks, and ſuns within her eyes, 
O did proportion'd height to me belong, 
Great Anna's name ſhould grace th' ambitious ſong, 
Illuſtrious dames ſhould round their Queen reſort, - 
And Lonſdale's mother crown the ſplendid court, 
Her noble ſon ſhould boaſt no vulgar place, 
But ſhare the ancient honours of his race, | | 
W hilft each fair daughter's face and conquering eyes 
To Venus only ſhould ſubmit the prize. 
O matchlileſs beauties ! more than heavenly fair, 
Your looks refifileſs, and divine your air, 
Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffuſe, 
And no fond Bard ſhall aſk an uſeleſs Muſe ; 
Their kindling rays excite a nobler fire, 
Give beauty to the ſong, and muſic to the lyre, 
This charming theme I ever could purſue, 
And think the enden ever new, 
Did not the God my wandering pen reſtrain, 
And bring me to his Oxford back again. 
e the Goddeſs Mluſe's native home, 
ofpir'd like Aden and adort. d like Rome: 
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5 Hadſt thou of old been Learning's fam'd retreat, 
And Pagan Muſes choſe thy lovely ſeat, | 
O, how unbounded had their fᷣction been! 
What fancy'd viſions had adorn'd the fcene ! 
Upon each hill a Sylvan Pan had ftood, 
And every thicket boaſted of a Gd, 
| Satvrs had friſk'd in each poetic grove, _ 
And not a ſtream without its nymphs could more, 
Each ſummit had the train of Muſes wow d, 
And Hippocrene in every fountain flow'd, 
The tales, adorn'd with each poetic grace, 
Had look'd almoſt as charming as the place. 
 Ev'n now we hear the world with Wap own 
Thoſe fictions hy more wondrous truths outdone ; 
Here pure Euſebia keeps her holy ſear, 
Ad Themis ſmiles from Heaven on this retreat, 
Our chaſter Graces own refin'd defires, 
And all our Muſes burn with Veſtal fres 5 
Whilſt guardian angels our Apollo's ſtand, * -- 
Scattering rich favours with a hounteous hand, | 
To bleſs the happy air, and ſanctify the land. 
Op pleating ſhades! O ever-green retreats !. 
Ye learned grottoes ! and ye ſacred ſeats ! 
Never may you politer arts refuſe, 
But entertain in peace the baſhful Muſe ! 
So may you be kind Hearen 's diſtinguiſh'd care, 
And may your fame be laſting, as 'tis fair! 5 
Let greater Bards on fam'd Parnaſſus dream, 
Or taſte th' inſpiring Heliconian ſtream, 
Yet, whilſt our Oxford 1s the bleſs'd abode 
Ot every Muſe, and every tuncful God, 
4. | 7 P arnaflus 
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Parnaſſus owns its honours far out-done, 
And Ifis boaſts more Bards than Helicon. 

A thoutand bleſkngs I to Oxford owe, 
But you, my Lord, th' inſpiring Muſe beſtow, 
| Gtac'd with your name th' unpoliſh'd pocm ſhines, 
| You guard its faults, and conſecrate the lines. 
| © might you here meet my defiring eyes, 

My drooping ſong to nobler heights would riſe : 
| Or might [ come to breathe your Northern air, 
Yet ſhould I find an equal pleaſure there ; 
Your preſence would the harſher climate ſooth, 
Huth every wind, and every mountain ſmooth, 
Would bid the groves in ſpriaging pomp ariſe, 
And) open charming viſta's to the eyes, 
\Would make my trifling verſe be heard around, 
MuUſportive Echo play the empty ſound: 
With you I ſhould a better Phœbus find, 
And own in you alone the charms of Oxford join'd. 


THE BEAU, A DIALOGUE; 


BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 
FIRST PRINTED BY PEMBERTON, 1713. 
SUR L v. | | 


R'YTHEE tcll me what a Beau i ie, 
Thou who art ſo fam'd for one? 
BEAU. 
lle s a perſon of great proweſs ; 
By theſe marks he may be known: 


Vo.... © oh Though 


or PEO WES. 2. a 


r Ae 


. 
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T hough his eyebrows black as jet are, 


Vet his wig is white as ſnow ; 


Every hour he writes ſome letter, 


Or receives ſome billet-doux. 


Well or ill, he briſkly dances, 


| And his arms are never ſtill ; 


Caſuog round him amorous glances, | 
Such as ſeldom fail to kill, 


Sits all day among the ladies, 


Secs them paint, and ſees them patch ; 


In their eyes ſüill looking babies, 
Some rich heir in hope to catch. 
Some French tune he's ever humming, 
Though he cannot fing one note; 


Or, with air and grace becoming, 
Gives ill ſcented ſnuff about. 


Under his left arm a bamboo, 
| Ribbon dangling at his ſword g 
Tells you all he has, or can do, 


And whom laſt he laid on board. 


Well he knows th' intrigues of London, 


Which he whiſpers round the room ; 


What believing maids are undone, 
Where they lay-in, and by whom, 


S UR L I. 


17 this be your accomplith'd. Beau, 


He is the oddeſt Foo I Know ! 


1 1 


THE SALISBURY BALLAD®. 
BY DR WALTER POPE}. 


WITH THE LEARNED COMMENTARIES OF A FRIEND 
TO THE AUTHOR 8 MEMORY. 5 


* n E FIRST * ART. 
0 Saliſbury people, give ear to my Song, 


And attention unto my new Ditty ; 
For it is in the praiſe of your River Avon, 
Ot your Biſhop, your Church, and vour City, 


II. And 


7 T1 his \ on was given me in MS. by my wo orthy friend 


Aythony Henley, eſq; who uſed to call it his favourite, 
for ibe kr amd ſimplicity of ity and its delicate 


raillery oa the Dutch commentators. I think, indeed, 


his e was as right in that, as it was in every 


thing elle relating to poetry and criticiſm. This ballad was 


written by the famous Dr. Walter Pope, author of the Old 
Man's With, who lived. with Dr. Ward, then biſhop of 


Saliſbury, and had a N ſrom him of 100l. a year. Mr. 
i nley told me, there was but one copy of it taken from 


MS. Ar d if never vw 2 made v„oblic till now. PEMBERTON. 
+ Of Dr. Pope, tome acconnt has been already given, vol. 
I. p. 170. This ballad, it 1s 5 fa; d in the Athenæ, was a ſa- 


tire on the biſhop of Saliſbury . for depriving the Doctor of 
his m ſtre ſs, which cauſed a Qt {. Ference between them for a 


ime. Sce Ward's Gretham P: "oieſſors, p. 115. Lord chan- 


„ | _ cellor 


* if n 3 


%. 04, 


i 5 eg 


3 


3 


. * 
. 


though 't is ſomething mollified by thoſe words, “ Perhaps, 
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II. 


: Aud your Mayor and Aldermen all on a row, 


Who govern that * watered we 


Firſt + liſten a while upon your | riptoe, 


Then carry this home, and l| read, 
III. 


Therein you may fiad many an excellent & Lore, 


That unto your Wives vou may teach; 


Though * perhaps once and more our Poet may ſoar 


Clear out of z our Worthips reach. 


eettor Cowper's opinion of it is thus given in a letter ts. Mr. 
Hughes: „ muſt confeſs, I tafte Dr. Pope's ballad, as my 
acquairtance Mr. Henley did.” Letters of Eminent Perſons, 


vol. I. r. 208. The © learned Commentary” was probably 


— 


the 1 ot Mr. Henley. | N. | 
* The City of New Sarum, bu:lt in the Bith 107 5 Meadow. 


+ To the Ballad-fingers. 
1 In a poſture of attention. 
1 Here the Poet is in a good humour, and ſupp noſes that all 


of them can read. | 
S An old word frequent in Spenſer, and (if we may join 


the beſt Engl th Poet with the worſt Rhy mers in the world) 


in Sternhold and Hopkins, © Thy Law and eke thy Lore: 
And I thou!d cite the places, but that ſuch Quotations would 
look ſtrange in the margin of a Ballad. It fignifies Leſſon, 
or SY ne. Vid. Skinner's Lexicon. 1 | 

I find now I praiſed the Poet too ſoon ; for this | is an 


ee. anch unmannerly ſuppoſition, and I approve it not; 
”" 


aad “ Your Worſhips.“ 


o ch. 


„ "Y 
0 cinen Job Park *, and O Cherbury Hill, 
Join with your old friend the River, ; 
To inſpire my Muſe, and aflift my quill 
In the great things I have to deliver. 
School-Xliſtreſſes fine, to the number of + Nine, 
I call on no Mufes but vou; 


Nor no other help, to enter mv Þ whelp, 
Unleſs i it be || bouncing f §Pru. 


Th's . to pray to Hills, Parke, and 


Rivers; but it is no more than other Poets invoking Parnaſ- 


ſus and Helicon. Nevertheleſs, I believe the Port was a 
good Chr:flian;: for, if you read to the end of this Part, you 
will tnd the Biſhop was very much in his favour. 


+ Not but that there are a greater number of School- -mif-. 


trelſes in the Cloſe ; but the Poet hath need of no more of 
them than there were Muſes. 


+ My young barking Muſe, „% Ma Muſa nourric en Sa- 
66 ras Bol.“ 


|| That word ſignifies fat, or dancing. | | | 
d A Diminutive from We: and ſcems to be put 


lore tor any woman at large, only to compleat the rhyme, 


't being a name ſuitable enough; for moſt women are wite, 


'f not Cunning. I confeſs, ſome who pretend to have been 


intimately acquainted with the Poet in his lite-time, are very 


oſitive that this name did not only point out a particular wo— 
man, but even the Poet's Miſtreſs. Bur I cannot agree to 
this; for had it been fo, he would have given her a more 
henoursble. e 5 thet. | 


E. 3 „ V8. Ka 
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15 Fnceurage you ® Ten the moſt timorous pen 


When you find any wit, then in my mouth ſpit, 


| I will not forget thoſe + Stones that are ſet 


Though who brought them there tis hard to declare, 5 


5 Nor thoſe pretty Sheep, whom greater | Beaſts keep, 


You Buſtards that chuſe to doze like my Muſe, 4 


Nor $ you that know all the diſeaſes of eyes, 


Y others. X. Nor 
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> 
That e'er ſuch a taſk did begin; "op 


And chuck 1 me under the chin. 
VII. 


In a Round upon Salisbury Plains; 


The 1 . tlie Britons, or Danes. 
VIII. 


Nor you Buſtards that ſtalk N : 


Who walks becaule the can't fly, 
IX. 


And tor all a ſure remedy find? 
Who alone give light, after twenty years night, 
To invite who ate born “ ſtone- blind. 


The Nine School -miſtreſſes, and this bouncing Pru. 
1 Stonehenge, the nobleſt piece of Antiquity in England. 
+ Here the Poet briefly ſums the ſeveral opinions of Hiſto- 
mans and Antiquarians eee * F ounders of Stone- 
denge. 
Shepherds. | | 
$ Dr. Peter Turderville, the beſt Oculiſt of this Age or 
any before him. | 
** The Daughter of Gerte Turderville, of Whitminder 
in Glouceſterſhire ; and one Pey erel of Salitbury, and divers 
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X. 


Nor you, the good & Biſhop, that came from the t weg, 0 


And ſpar'd neither pains nor colt, 
To build up the 1 Houle, puil'd down by U bal 1. 
And fit for ſuch an hoſt. 


5 
"Twas you that let in n $ St. Butien Areams, 
To increaſe the ſmall ** River ++ Ex; 
Twas you brought again the 24 loſi * and d Chain, 


And did it to {||| Sarum annex. 
XII. "You 


* If you can have patience ein vou come to the NIXNth | 


Stan za of the Second P art, you. wilt know what chis Biithop's 
name is. 
+ Exeter. | | 
* The Biſhop's Palace in Saliſbury. 
f One Vanling, a London-Taytor, W ho bought it of the 
facrilegious Rebels. | | 
§ This, I ſuppoſe, is one of thoſe places our Poet threatens 
the Aldermen with in the IIId Stanza; but I will not let 


him be obſcure: He means the Deanry of St. Burien, near 
the Land's-end in Cornwall, procured to be annexed to the 


Bithoprick of Exeter (by this Biſhop, before his Trantlation) 
upon the death of Dr. Wykes, which happened in the time 
of Dr. Sparrow, the preſeat Biſhop, who now enjoys it. 

* A River for Sea, not without a conceit. 


+4 The name of the River upon which Exeter ſtands, put : 
keuratively for the City to increaſe the ſmall River Ex, he 


to 3 the poor Biſhoprick of Exeter. 


1 1 he _ of the Chance: lor{kip ofthe Garter (a Me- 
dal, 


E 4 


; — f - 
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You erst mate the Salisbury men * * underſtand, N 


Their River might + eafily be taught . 
T o bear ſhips up and down, and enrich the town, 


| And you were the firſtatir} wrought. 

| ; TT | dal, and a Gold Chain). We are ſaid to loſe what we kane | 
1 been poſſeſſors of. The firſt Cnancellor of the Garter was 
1 Beauchamp, A. D. 1450. And that honour was enjoycd 
* dy his ſucceſſors, the Biſhops of Salitbury, till the time of 
2 Cardinal Campegio; who, having incurred the difpteaſure of 


King Nenry VIII. for differing from him about the match, 
. retired to Rome, and there died, A. D. 1539, and lies bu- 
=_ Tied in Santa [aria Traſtevere; that othce having continued | 
#9 in the Biſhops oF Saliſhury 89 years. | - 
Since which time it has been. in Lay-hands; till it 
leaſed King Charles II. (upen the humble petition and 
claim of the preſent Biſhop of Salitbury) to reſtore it to him 
and his ſucceſſors. The letters-patents bear date, Nov 
1671 ſo that it was out of that See 132 years, 
Beat it inte their heads. | 
+ For a very few thouſand pounds. 80 Horace ſpeaking b 
bl a river, | 


446 


A : % Dofus Iter melius 
1 Ard i in another place, 
5 | « Multg mole docendus 
« Apr:co parcere Campo. | 
* On the 20th of October 16 75. By a good token, it was 
| the very day and hour Northampton Was burning. | 
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Twas you that kept up the Citizens ® hearts, 
Or the + Giants had over-born them; 
For them vou did Þ ride, for them you || replied ; 
*T was you brought their vetlels to 5 Harnham. 
IH 1 
* But when will this paltry Poet begin, 
And ſhew us a touch of his art? 5 
+f With a cup of old fack he wind up lis t jack, 
An: [jj wang it in the Second Part. 


At the meeting of the commithoners for making the 
River navigabl», at Sal:\bury, March 22, 1675. | 
+ Divers great gentlemen of Hampthire. The Poet alludes 
to Beavais and Aſcabe rt, W hoſe pictures are * Harapton- f 
Gate. - | 
. Lot. to the King a and Council. 
| "= Anſwered the objections of the oppoſers. 
| 8 Haruham-Bridge, where the Key 3 They owe 
the r making the River navigable to your management, 
This is ſuppoſed to be objected by the unattentive and 
dverent Reader, as if the Poet had done nothing all this 
while. 
++ The Poet's mi [14 ariſs er. It ſhould have been a claſs. 
of claret, if the Rhyme would have permitted. 
#7 His engine wherewith he makes verſes. So Chaucer: 
« As winding-up makes a jack go, 8 
4 80 good wine makes good verſes flow.” 


i] Twang is a very emphatical word, but not eat „ 


tranſlated: It ſion! ßes as much as cc. utter in French, Or a- 
ar in Italian. 


THE 
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THE SECOND PART, TO THE SAME TUNE. 


f 


Orp Sarum was built on a ary barren . bill, 


A great many years ago; | 
"Twas a Roman town of ſtrength and 1 rg 
As its ſtately ruins ſhow. 


1 


Therein was a Caſtle for men of Arms.” 


And a Cloyſter for men of the Gown ; 


There were Friars and Monks, and + Liars and t Punks, 


Though not ay whoſe names are {| come down, 
980 III. 


The Soldier and Church- men did not long agree ; 


For the ſurly men with the 8 hilt on 
Nlade ** ſport at the Gate, with the Prieſts that came ++ lare 
From ſhriv! ing; 45 che Nuns of Wilton. 


* Vide infra Stanza XVII. From their hill, where chere 
was neither well nor ſpring. 8 | 

+ Tradeſmen, '_ 

T Harlots. 

|| This refers to punks; none celebrated in Fiſtoryy | as 


2 Thais, Mefſalina, and others fince. 


F Hit for Sword, by a known figure. 
By aſking of them roguiſh queſtions. 
++ After the watch was fet. 
$7 From doing their daily drudgery. . 


Iv. Whe le- 
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w. kev * Biſhop Poor went to the + Kang, - 
And told him his piteous tale, 
That, rather than abide ſuch a thorn in his fide, 
He 'd build a New Church in the Vale. 

« + I' build a New Church in the Vale, ſaid he, 
ik your Highneſs will give me || ſcope.” 

„Who, I, ſaid the King? $ I'll not do ſuch a i thing 
Without our old F 00 the Pope.” 


| „„ | 
0 Then I 1 go to that ** Whore, replied Biſhop Poor, | 
Wich a purſe full of old gold; 
For why thould I beg and make a low leg, 
Were every thing is to be ſold?” 3 
This“ Whercupon“ is a very comprehenſive word, and 
yet ſeems more than it is. One would think the Poet here. 
makes a leap, from the foundation of Old Sarum by the Ro- 
mans, to Biſhop Poor's time. Ir is only from Hormar, the 
firſt Biſhop of Saliſbury, A. D. 1083. to Richard Poor, the 
| ſeventh, 1217. This Whereupon” therefore is as much 
as to ſay, After 134 years ſuffering the affronts of the gar- 
riſon, their patience was worn out; fleſh and blood could 
endure no longer; but Biſhop Poor being a ſtout man went 
to the King. + King Henry III. | 
{} According to the ſtyle of thoſe times. Leave. 
Were note, That King had no mind to-incur the Pope's 
diſpleaſure. In thoſe days he was a terrible fellow in England. 
This is a very hard place; why Biſhop Poor, being a a 
Papiſt, ſhould call the Pope Whore. Some think the Biſhop 
| Nene : 
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VII. 


| He went, he en he return'd in a trice, 


With ample autho:ity fris'd, 


To remove * Sarum-ſtones and + Sr. Oſmund's hong: 


And to build a New Church where he nnn d. 
VILL. 


To the Abbeſs of Wilton he ſhewed his Bull, 


And how much he was ia the Pope's grace; 
And they two confulted their + bellies full, 
Let they could not agree of a place. FE: 
| | 5 IX. One 


ſpoke it prophetically; knowing that in the facceeding times 
of Calvin and the Preſbyterlans, he ſhould be proved to be 
i the Whore. Others mare acutely, think this might be Pope 
Joan; but this ingenious folvtion is againſt chronology, for - 
Pope Joan (if ever there was ſuch a one) was in the year 883, 


374 years before Biſhop Poor. The beſt reaſon, in my opi- 
nion, is taken out vi the context, the laſt verſe-of this Stanza, 
« Where every thing is to be fold:” Rome ; a Whore, 
becauſe it does kindueſſes for money only, not far love; which 


is the very definition via Whore. 


* The walls of the City and Cathedral. | | 
+ This St. Ofmund was the ſecond Biſhop of O14 8 


He was alſo Earl of Dorſ:t. and Lord Chancellor of England. 


He died 1099, and was removed with great pomp to New 


\ Sarum; where he lies buricd in the middle of Our Lady Cha- 
pel under a black marble-{tone, bearing only this inſeriptlon, 
„% Anno MXCIN.” He was fainted by Pope Calixtus, anno 


1455. The proceſs and charge thereof may be ſcen in Saliſ- 


| My Monuments. 


1A * erbial phaalc uſed for rhyme ſake: tor 1 cannot 


believe 
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One time as the Prelate lay on his down - bed, 
Recruiting his ſpirits with reſt, 
There appear'd, as 'tis ſaid, a beautiful l maid, 
Wich her own dear babe at her breaſt, | 
| X. 
To him this ſhe ſpoke (the day was Mare broke, 
And his eyes yet to ſlumber did yield) 
« Go build me a Church without any delays 
Go build! it in W held,” “ . 
: Xl. 
He awakes, and he kings up ran Monks and Fri riars- 
At the found of his little bell 
I muſt know, ſaid he, where Merry-field is.” 
But the Dien ene tell. | 


XII. 

| Full early he aroſe on a morning grey, | 

Jo meditate and to walk, OC Ie 

| And by chance overheard a Soldier on \ the POOR 
As ac thus to o his fellow did talk. | 


XIII. 
41 wilt hy on the fide of my good yewen bow, 
That I ſhoot clean over the corn, 
As far as that cow in Merrv-field, 
Which e under the thorn. 285 


believe what ſome of the wicked = that the Port had any 5 
waggiſh meaning here. | 

{ Who that maid and babe were, the Learned 154 Devont | 
vnderſtand, | | 


| xlv. Then 
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XIV. 


Then che Biſhop ery'd out, © Where is verry field 2” ? 


For his mind was ſtill on his vow : 


The Soldier reply'd, “ By the 3 


Where you ſe wir brindle-cow.”? 
xv. 


| Youn 4 he declar'd his pious intent, 


And about the Indulgences “ ran, 


And brought in bad people to build a good crepe, 


And thus the Cathedral began. x4 | 
” XV I. The 


e Indulgences are a fort of Roman coin the Popes uſe 


do give to pious uſes; as building of Churches, maintaining 
Rebellion againſt Proteſtant Princes, &c. To which ſome— 


times they add dead bodies, promiſes, and hopes. 80 one > of 
their own Poets; | PE 
„Le coſe de la guerra andavan zoppe | 
] bolognoh richiedean danari, 
4 Al Papa ed egli reſpondeva coppe | | 
„ Emandava indulgenze per gli Altari,” C. 12. 


And in another place, 


« Part eran Ghibelline e 8 da P imperio | 
Aleman per {uo intereſſe 
„„ Eran Guclfe econ la Chieſa unite _ | 
Che le paſcea di ſpeme e di promeſſe.“ C. 1. | 
Which laſt verſes may be thus tranſlated in our author's 


mile and meaſure; 


_ They i beld that the Emperor was in FU right 3 
| Toyo , that the Pope's 28 Was read: | 


4 The Ghibellice: 2 The Guelfs. 
| 9 8 They 
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The principal Stones, in a fortunate + hour 
For the Pope, King, and ſome of the Peers, 
Were laid by + Pandulio's Legantine Power, 
And 'ewas finiſh'd 8 1 — er 
XVII. = 
They that were for the Pepe, were fed: with ehin bope, 
And pardon, and pieces of weed 3, 755 
Thus the Pope having promiſed 8 thouſand crowns 
a month towards carrying on the rebellion in Ireland, paid 
them in this coin; and ſent by the Iriſh ambaſſadors (the 
biſhop of Fern and Sir Nicholas Plunket) anno 1647, from 
Rome, two dead bodies; which, for aught any ene knew, 
might have been heathens, inſtead of ready money. Not that 
the cathedra! began by the ſteeple; but ſteeple is put here for. 
church, by the ſame figure as, before, hilt for ſword. 
| + In an hour found out according to the rules of Aſtrology, 
by the Will Lilly's of thoſe times. Of this they took more 
care; becauſe the church built before by biſhop Oſmund was 
founded in an ill hour: in an ill hour, I fay ; for the ſteeple 
was burnt down by lightning, the day after it was finiſhed. 
Vide Godwin. The five firſt ſtones were laid by Pandulfa, 
the Pope's legate : the firſt for the Pope, the ſecond for the 
King, the two next for the earl and counteſs of n 
the fifth for the Biſhop, | | 
— Signifies no more than Pandulfo himſelf; as by ſuch a 
one's Lordihip, or Worthip, we mean their perſons. But 
this expreſſion 1s more ancient and n being often uſed 
in Homer; z | | 
| "Jeon is - pn; 10, CC. 
* And coſt but forty thouſand marks, Vide the account 
| 3 Chips of the Ero. | 
4 | | nh 
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Then then the Men of Old Sarum came down 
From their Hill where there was geicber well 4 nor 
ſoring, | | | 
That they might have a mill, and water + at will, 
And hear the {weet fiſhes ! t ſing. 


XVIII. 
Bur if I proceed, as I once had decreed, 
And || fooliſhly undertook, 


To let my $ vein run, I thall never hare done, 
And inſtead of a Song make a Book. 


in Saby Muvimenrs upon this W pile. Sce alſo 
verſes of Paniel Rogers, in Godwin, and Camden 5 Britannia, 
which begin thus, 
e Mira cano, xe. 
ln the firſt verſe of this part, he calls it a try; 1 hill. 
+ At hand for all conveniences; as waſtung of dithes, | 
drowning of children, &c. | | 
t This is another place wherein the Poet od to * 2 
incognito; but III pull off his maſque. Noble Citizens, he 
means Frogs. Ariſtophanes thought fo well of their voices, 
that he makes them ſuſtain the part of the Chorus in one of 
his comedies. The words of their ſong are, Borxixrxents, 
24S, HS the meaning thereof, and the tune, 1 confets 
myſelf ignorant of. 
Here the Poet chides himſelf for his 3 under- 
taking in the firſt part; and begins to take ups | 
| 0 Poctical. | 


XIX. O pardon | 
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XIX. 
O © pros me, pardon me, Bithop * Ward, 
For putting thy name in my ſong ; 
For am, alas! but a filly + Bard, 
And my verſes cannot live long. 
Though ſometimes a lucky ballad may hit, 
And, in ſpite of Time's iron + fangs, 
Our-live greater volumes ſtuft'd tuller of wit, 
5 And conceiv'd with more labour and pangs. 


XXI. 
But if I was owner of Virgil's trump, 
And Horace's well-tuned || lyre, 
I 'd wear them out to the very { ſtump, 
But I'd make thy great name to aſpire, 
| 8 
Then anſwer 4 my Muſe, with a ſcornful f. mite, 
Leave off ſuch fond thoughts, poor heart ! 
'Tis fancy and ſkill, not love and good-will, 
Muſt fit thee for ſuch a part.” 


XXIII. I'll. 


* Now I am out of your debt, for what I promiſed in 
my Commentary upon the IXeh 4 wrong of the firſt part. 
+: A Welth Poet. © | Teeth. - 
An obſolete word figniſving a LW elch Harp. 5 
Here the Poet ſhews his good inclination n the 
B 615 ON. | 
my How funiliarly and obligingly the Met ſo aks to the ve 
Poet! | 
No. V. 1 7 Gon Sopra 
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| | „ C56 

| TU make it the care of the ages to come, 
When thou ſhalt be dead 150 rotten, 

| To publiſh his fame, and embalm his name, 
That! it ſhall never be * forgotten, 


r 
While 4 Lovers ſhall haute betwixt hopes and fear 
With a viſage pale, blue t, and forlorn; 
And, ail the world round, any wife may be found, 
= - Whoſe |} dear huſband drinks in a $ hora, 
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* % —Sopra te non haura poſſa 
„Quel dura etervo meccitabil ſonno 
« D'havert chiuſa in coſi poca fol 


3 


Se tanto 1 verſi miei pro metter ponno. 
+ A poetica! deſcription of a long time. 
+ This ſeems to be taken out of Horace; 
„Et tipctus viola pallor amantium.“ 
I hope the ghoſt of a Ballad-maker will not be offended wit) 
me for this diſcovery: Iam ſure the beſt French Poet now 
living reputes it an honour that it was faid of him, 
« N eſt qu'un gueux reveſtu des depcuilles d' Horace.” 
8 The Poet does not think it fl. ange, if women who hate 
The: r huſbands, ſhould let them drink in horns. 
| The meaning of this is, that Bilhop's name ſhall not 
be forgotten, till all the world over, all loving wives tha!l be 
ſo rich, as to be able to provide their huſbands cups of more 
precious matter than horn; and there ſhall be tound no horn 


in any loving Wives haulcs, 


XXV. Wh le 


. 
* 
we 


} 


Cy 


. XXV. . 


While the River Avon runs down to the ſea, | 


And graſs grows on Sahſbury plain; 


While * Engliſhmen dance to the Muſick of Fi rance, 


And Tradeſmen — eng bur gain. 
XXVI. Bur 


* + While the. Englith follow the F rench fatkions. This 


tort of deſcription. 1 is frequent, both in ancient and modern 
Poets, S0 Virgil; 


Dum juga montis aper, fuvios dum piſeis amabir, 
« Dumque thy mo e __ dum rore cicadæ. 
So Ovid; | 
— Tenodos FOR ſtabit & lde, 
60 Dum rapidas Simois in mare volvet ! &c.“ 
80 che. Italian Theocritus; | 
«© Mentre per queſti monti 
« Andran le fere errando, | 
FE gli alti pint hauran pungent Jtoghe 
« Mentre li vivi fontt 
Correran mormorando 
«© Nel alto mari, che con amor gh accoglie, ker. 
And in another place, 5 
« Mentre ſerpente in domi 
40 Saranno, e peſci in fiumi 
Ne fol vivrai, ne la mia ſtanca lingua, 
« In mille altre ſampogne, e mille verfi.” 
But, in my opinion, theſe are too general ; whereas thoſe of 
our Poet are particular, and latirical, and thereſore more 
commendavice 


FZ 2 5 But, 
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5 1 XXVI. 
; Bur i it is not for ſuch weak * ſhoulders as * | 


Io undergo ſuch a + care; 
For that I deſign a Poet Divine, 
$ Wind thou * BY Song with a Prayer. | 


. XXVII. | 
She faid; It obey'd. The Queen and the King | | 
God bleſs, and their brother James, [Avon, 


And Old Chriſt-Church Haven, and New Sarum's 8 
And make 1 It as good as the n | | 


* Alluding to tha of Horace, 
„ Quid valeant humeri, quid ferre recuſent.” 
8 And that of V irgil, Hos 
Non tali Wann & defenſoribus iſtis.” 
+ Of eternizing the Biihop's name. 
I As if ſhe ſhould ſay with Horace, 
_ —  — Quibus | 1ngearum eſt, et mens divinior, atque os 
« Magna ſonaturum; Dabo nominis hujus honorem.“ 

& Mark how preciſe the Muſe is, in obſerving old cuſtoms. 
+ The Poet's ready obedience is remarkable: She ſaid; 
1 obeyed: Dictum, ſactum. It is a fign his Pegaſus was 

well managed, that he ſtops fo ſhort in his full career. 

* Chriſt-Church is a very ancient town, called by the 
Romans Alauni ; by the Saxons, Tw events, becauſe it 
lies betwixt two rivers, | 

Latin, In terram nul,” now 60 terni,”? 


TBE 
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THE SWALLOW | AND BIRDS, A FABL E, 
8 * D Fg * 0 Pp. E 


A Cettain Naser ſowd a Ficid with "Tp | [world, 
When that plant was not well known in the 


Being refolv'd to try what 't would produce, 
Not thinking it would prove of ſo great uſe, 
Feed, and employ ſo many thouſand poor, 
A Swallow, who had traveld far, and knew 
To what uſe it was put in remote parts, 
Fearing that mode might be there introducd, 
Causd all the Birds to meet in parliament, £ 
Told them th effect of that pernicious plant, 
And what they muſt expect when 'twas grown up; 
„To th' place where 'ts fown by general content, 
Let 's go, ſaid he, and pick up every ſeed, 
And ſa ſecure our nation trom that weed.” 
Bat they laught at him for a fearful fool, 
The Flax inge up, which he beheld with grich, 
Ani deſird all the Birds to meet again; 
© oF ou fee, {aid he, that plant begins to mount 
is head above the earth, now While 'tis young, 


* From his « Moral and Political Fables, ancient and 
« modern ; done into meaſured Proſe intermixed with Ryxme, 
1608.“ The author's peculiarities of orthography are here 
_ preieryed, . By © meaſured proſe“ is meant, that the lines, 
which are all in the meaſure of verſe as to the numbet of feet, 
for the moſt part do not rbime in complets at the end, N. 
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Let us all go, and pull 't up by the root.” 

They laught, and one replyd, © Pray, ol go vou, 

Ve trouble not our heads with future things.“ 

In a ſhort time the Flax was ripe, and pluckt, 
And thouſand nets in every field were ſpred 

Upon the rivers banks, and in the woods; 

And then the Swallow met the Birds again, 

And found them fad, and heard them all complain, 
How many of their kindred had been flain, 

How many prifoners were in iron cages ; | | 
«Tis now too late, faid he, with patience bear 

| The miſeries you have drawn upon yourſelves, | 


Which 1 foretold, and ſhewd how to prevent, 


Nord by the public intereſt, not mine own; 


For then, I knew how to ſecure my ſelf 

Againſt the miſeries which I foreſaw. 

No I am fate, having made peace with man, 
Which I'm convincd none of you ever can; 
1 live in 's houſe, and pleaſe him with my ſong, 
And under ſuch protection, fear no wrong.“ 


THE MOR A L. 
They Jufily ſufler who reject advice. 


THE LARK, A FABLE, BY DR, POPE. 


Lark, who every Spring did uſe to build 

Her neſt, and lay her eggs, in the green w heat, 
So early, that her young ones might be fledge, 
Before "twas reapd, did once by a miſtake, 

Make her neſt, hatch her e885, | in rath ripe corn, 
Aud 
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And found not out her error till too late, 
She ſaw the harveſt near, her young ones calloW, 
Not in condition to be hand, mord, 


She thus es them: 0 Children, when * am gone, 
Mind every thing you chance to hear or ſee, | 
And give me an account, at my return.” | 
They watchd, and ſaw the owner of the field, 
| Walking that way, diſcourſing with his ſon, 
An over-heard him fav, © This corn is ripe, 
And if it be not quickly reapd, will ſhed: 
Go, Son, to the next village, and intreat 
My triends aſſiſtance, to cut down th:s wheat, 
Early, by break of day, to-morrow morn.” | 
Tue affrighted Larks this to their mother told, 
„Children, ſaid ſhe, your danger ” s yet remote, 
Be not diſmavd, for if we can ſtay here 
Till we are diſpoſſeſſeq by his friends, 
By that time your voung feathers will be grow n, 
And vou Il be able to tranſport yourſelves 
\Where-ever I ſhall guide you, through the air,” 
Leaving the ſame commands, away the flies 
Next day. The caretul Husbandman awakes 
Eurlv, at the ftift crowing of the cock, 
Rites, comes down, and fearing to be too late, 


1 


Sate buttoning of his doublet at the gate, 

Then caſting many a wiſhful look to th' coat 

From uf ence hi! hopd-for ſuccoui ought t arrive, 

Sceiug the fun grown high, and no friend come, 

Thus to lis Son he ſpoke; “ diu ce we 're decervd, 
4 ; Hence» 
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Henceforwards ſet a mark upon ſuch friends, 
Who only cry God blels you, when we ſneeze, 
But, when we ftand in need, afford no help. 
00, all our ncar relations invite 
To meet me here, to-morrow, by day-light, 
That we may get this corn down before night.” 
This news the young birds to their mother told, 
_ © Mother, they cryd, mother, we are undone, 
Not one of us can fly, few of us run, 

Yet out of doors ro-morrow we muſt turn.“ 
Such terrour ſcizd them of approaching death, 
They mingled fighs and tears with every word. 
dhe mild, and ſaid, “ You are ſtill ſecure, he'll find 

His friends and Kindred equally unkind, 

Be mindtul {till of what you hear and ſee: AN 
This ſaid, away a foraging ſhe flies. 

The next fun riſes; the good man, in vain, 
Expects his kindred, none of them appears; 
dince there 's no truſt to be repos'd in frinds, 

Or kindred, Son, ſaid he, to-morrow bring 

Tuo fickles; you and I will cut this corn.“ 

As ſoon as the old Lark this underſtood, 

To a ſccurer place, ang her brood, 

« Follow, ſaid ſhe, we 've ſtaid the urmoRt hour, 
There 'S nO cluding intereſt and power.” 


THE M AAT. 
Ile that will bring his buſineſs to an end, 
Mult go lamſelf; he that will not, may ſend. 


THE 


E 
run ANTS CHANGED TO MEN: 
FROM oviy's METAMORPHOSES, Book Vil. 


BY MR. STONESTREET®. 


A Dreadful plague from angry Juno came, 
To ſcourge the land that bore her rival's name 1 
Before her fatal anger was reveal'd, ET 
And teeming malice lay as yet conceal'd, 
All remedies we try, all medicines uſe, 
Which Nature could ſupply, or Art produce; 

Th' unconquer'd foe derides the vain deſign, 

And Art and Nature foil'd declare the cauſe divine. 
At firſt we only felt tht oppreſlive weight 

Of gloomy clouds, then teeming with our fate, 
And labouring to diſcharge unaCtive heat: 

But, ere four moons alternate changes knew, 

With deadly blaſts the fatal South-wind blew, 
Infected all the air, and poiſon'd as it flew. 

Our fountains too a dire infection yield, 

For crowds of vipers creep along the field, 
And, with polluted gore and baneful ſteams, 
Taint all the lakes, and venom all the ſtreams. 

The young diſeaſe with milder force began, 
And rag 'd on birds and beaſts, excuſing man. 
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* This writer is mentioned by Jacob, as author of the two 
poems here printed ; but without any intſmation who or 
What he was; nor have I been able to diſcover any particu- 
lars of his hiſtory. The other part of the Seventh. Book of 
Ovid was tranſlated by Mr. Tate, N. 
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The labouring oxen fall before the plow, 

Th' unhappy plow-men fiare, and wonder how; 

"The tabvill heep, with fickly blcatings. pines; 

Its wool decreafing, as its ſtren h declines : 

The watlike ſteed, by inward foes compell'd, 
Neglects his honours, and deſerts the field, 

VUnxnerr'd and languid ſeeks a baſe retreat, 

And at the manger groans, but wiſh'd a nobler fate : 
The ſtags forget their ſpeed, the boars their rage, 

Nor can the bears the fironger herds engage : 

A general faintnefs does invade them all, | 

And in the woods and fields promiſcuouſly hey fall. 

The air receives the ſtench, and (ſtrange to by) 1 

The ravenous birds and beaſts avoid the prey : 

Th' oftentive bodies rot upon the ground, 

And ſpread the dire contagion all around. 

But now the plague, grown to a larger ze, 

| Riots on Man, and ſcorns a meaner Prize. 

Inteſtine heats begin the civil war, | 
And fluſhings firſt che latent flanie declare, 
An breath jn{pir'd, which fecm'd like fiery air. 
Their black rv tongues are ſwell'd, and fcarce can more, 

And ſhort thick ſighs from panting lungs are drove; 

They gape for air, with flattering hopes t' abate 

Their raging flames, but that augments their heat; 

No bed, no covering can the wietches bear, 

But on the g ound, expos'd to opuu air, 

They lie, and hope to find a picating coolneſs there. 

The luffering carth, with that oppreſhon evaſt, 
Returns the heat which they imparted firſt, 


_ 
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In vain phyſicians would beſtow their aid, 
Vain all their att, and uſeleſs all their trade; 
And they, ev'n they, who fleeting life recall, 

Feel the ſame powers, and undiſtinguith'd fall. 

If anv proves fo daring to attend 

His ſick companion, or his darling friend, 

Th' officious wretch ſucks- in contagious breath, 
And with his friend doth ſympathize in death. 
And now the care and hopes of life are paſt, 
Ws hey pleaſe their fancies, and indulge their taſte; 
| Art brooks and ſtreams, regardleſs of their thame, 
Each ſex, promiſcuous, ſtrives to quench their flame 
Nor do they ſtrive in vain to quench it there, 
For thirſt and lite at once extinguiſh'd are. 

Thus in the brooks the dying bodies fink, 

But heedlefs ill the raſh ſurvivors drink. 

So much uncaſy down the wretches hate, 
They fie their beds to ſtruggle with their fate; 
But if decaying firength forbids to riſc, 


The victim crawls and rolls, till on the ground he lies, | 


Each ſhuns his bed, as each would ſhun his tomb; 

And thinks th infection only lodg'd at home. 

Here one, with fainting ſteps, does flowly creep 

O'cr heaps of dead, and ſtrait augments a heap ; 

Another, while his ſtrength and tongue prevail'd, 

Bewails his friend, and falls himſelf bewail'd : 

This with imploring looks ſurveys the ſkies, * 

The laſt dear office of his cloſing eves; | j 

But finds the Heavens implacable, and dies. 
What now, ah! what employ'd my troubled mind? 


But only hopes my ſubjecde fate to find, 
3 VM'har 
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What place ſoe er my weeping eyes ſurvey, 
There in lamented heaps the vulgar lay; 
As acorns ſcatter when the winds prevail, | 
Or mellow fruits from ſhaken branches fall. 
You ſee that dome which rears its front ſo high, 
Tis facred to the Monarch of the Sky; 
How many there, with unregarded tears, 
And fruitleſs vows, ſent up fuccefsleſs prayers ! 
There fathers for expiring ſons implor'd, # 
And there the wife bewail'd her gaſping Lord; 


But they, ere vet th' atoning vapours rife, 


With pious offerings they 'd appeaſe the ſkies, } 


Before the altars fall, themſelves a ſacrifice: | 
They fall, while yet their hands the gums contain, 
The gums ſurviving, but their offerers ſlain. 
The deſtin'd Ox, with holy garlands crown'd, _ 
| Prevents the blow, and feels an unexpected wound : : 
When I myſelf invok'd the Power Divine, _ 
To drive this fatal peſt from me and mine; 
When now the prieſt with hands uplifted food, 
Prepar'd to ſtrike, and ſhed the ſacred blood, 
The Gods themſelves the mortal ſtroke beſtow, 
The victim falls, but they impart the blow: | 
Scarce was the knife with the pale purple ſtain'd, 
Aud no preſages coul be then obtain'd f 
From purrid entrails, where th' infection reign d. 
Death fſtalK'd around with ſuch refiſtleſs ſway, _ 
The temples of the Gods his force obey, : } 
And fſuppliants feel his ſtroke while yet they pray. 
Go now, ſaid he, your Deities implore 
For fruitleſs aid, for 1 dety their power. 


Then 
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Then with a curs'd malicious joy furvey'd 

The very altars, ſtain'd with trophies of the dead. 
The reſt, grown mad and frantic with deſpair, 

555 their own fate, and ſo prevent the fear. 

Strange madneſs that, when death purſued ſo faſt, 

T' anticipate. the blow with impious haſte. 
No decent honours to their urns are paid, 


g Nor could the graves receive che numerous dead; 


For or they lay unbury'd on the ground, 
Or unadorn'd a needy funeral found: 
All reverence paſt, the fainting wretches fight 


| For funeral piles which were another's right. 


Unmourn'd they fall; for who ſurviv'd to mourn 5 
And fires and mothers unlamented burn: 
Parents and ſons ſuſtain an equal fate, 
And wandering ghoſts their kindred ſhadows meet. 
The dead a larger ſpace of ground require, 
Nor are the trees ſufficient for the fire. 
Deſpairing under grief's oppreſſive weight, 
And ſunk by theſe tempeſtuous blaſts of Fate, 
„O Tore, ſaid I, if common fame ſays true, 
If &er Ægina gave thoſe joys to you, 
If e'er you lay inclos'd in her embrace, 
Fond of her charms, and cager to poſſeſs; 4 
O father, if you do not yet diſclaim 
Paternal care, nor yet diſown the name, 8 
Grant my petitions; and with ſpeed reſtore * 
My ſubjects numerous as they were before, 
Or make me partner of the fate they bore.“ 
ſpoke, and glorious ligluning ſhone around, 
And rattling thunder gave a proſperous found 5 _ 
3 e 1 80 


Fett both the earth and ſacred oak I kiſy'd, 
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« So let it be; and may theſe omens prove 
A pledge, ſaid I, of vour returning love!“ 
| By chance a reverend oak was near the place, 

Sacred to Jove, and of Dodona's race, 
Where frugal Ants laid up their winter meat, 
Whoſe little bodies bear a mighty weight : 
We ſaw them march along, and hide their tore, 
And much admir'd their number, and their power; | 
 Admir'd at firſt, but after envv'd more. | 
Full of amazement, thus to Jove I prav'd. 1 'F: 
O grant, ſince thus my ſubjects are decay'd, 2 
As many ſubjects to ſupply the dead!“ 

1 pray'd, and ſtrange convulſions ſhook the oak, 
Which murmur'd, though by ambient winds unſhook : 
My trembling hands, and ſtitf.- etected hair, 
Expreft all tokens of uncommon fear; 


And ſcarce could hope, vet ſtill I hop'd the bet . 
For wretches, whatſoc'er the Fates divine, 
Expound all omens to their own defign. 

Bu now 'twas night, when ev'n diſtraction wears 
A plcaiing look, and dreams beguile our cares. 
Io! the lame oak appears before my eyes, 

Nor alter'd in its ſhape, nor former fize ; 

As many Ants the numerous branches bear, 

The ſame their labour, and their frugal care; 
The branches too a hke commotion found, 
And ſhook th' induftrious creatures on the ground, 


Who by degrees (what 's ſcarce to be belicy 'd) 


A nobler form and larger bulk recciy'd, * 
ans And. 


* 
LR 
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And on the carth walk'd an unuſual pace 
wih many ſtrides, and art elected face; 
Their numerous legs and former colour loft, 
Thie infefts could a human figure boaſt. 
| wake, and waking find my cares again, 

And to the unperforming Gods complain, 
And call their promiſe and Pretences vain. 
Vet in my court 1 heard the murmuring voice 
Ct ftirangers, and a mixt uncommon noiſe ; 
But 1 fulpetted all was full a dream, 

Iii Telamon to my apartment came, 
Opening the door wich an impetuous liaſte: 
Q come, ſaid he, and ſee your faith and hopes ſurpaſt : 
J tollow ; and, confus'd with wonder, view 

hote ſhapes which my preſaging ſlumbers drew: 
| (aw, and own'd, and call'd them ſubjects; they 
: ontelt my power, ſubmillive to my {way. 

lo Tore, reſtorer of my race decay'd, 
My vows were firſt with due oblations paid. 
1 tuen divide with an impartial hand 
Nv empty city, and my ruin'd land, 
To give the new-horn youth an equal ſhare, 
And call them Myrmidons, from what they were. 
You faw e their perſons ; and they fill retain 
The thrift of Ants, though now transform'd to Men. 
M frugal people, and inur'd to ſwear, 
|. abouring to gain, and keeping what they get. 
Theſe, equal both in ſtrength and years, ſhall join 
Their willing aid, and follow your deſign, 
Wich the firtt Southern gale that ſhall preſent 
10 full your fails, and fayour your intent. 


„„ MISCELLANY POEMS. 


AGAINST THE FEAR OF DEATH. 
M » £ MR. STONESTREET. 


H AT has this life to make it worth our care? 
What mighty charms can wretched we delery? 

| Which can to great a plague ſo much endear, 

Or ſo ignobly make us tear „ 


If we by various paſſions a are diſtreſs "ie 
And daily toſs'd in life's tempeſtuous ſeas, 
Why ſhould we thus the friendly dart deteſt, 
And fly the blefling which attords us caſe ? > 8 


| Fierce anger, ſordid fear, and deep deſpair, 

With all the paſſions which degrade the man, ” 
All theſe we can with ſervile patience bear, 
And though compleatly wretched, ſtill live on. 


Or elſe perhaps we love; the charming pain 

Detains us ſlaves to what will plague us moſt; 
Oh! how we fondly hug th' 1gnoble chain, 
Till reaſon is in folly's mazes loſt! 


Em Freedom, we ſurvive the loſs of thee, 

Thou greateſt bleiling which mankind can know; 
When, it we will ourlelves, we may be tree, 

And ſoar above the ſkies, and ice che carth below. 


The gout, the ſtone, like Marty rs we endure, 
Thoſe torments which our dear bought pleafures give; 


With all the cruelty aitends their cure, 1355 : f 
We ticely bear, and all in hopes to live. | D 
| 8 . oy But 


AGAINST THE FEAR OF DEATH. 21 
But how unjuſtly we, alas, are ſerv'd ! 
The wiſh'd-for bleſſing proves our greateſt curſe. 
Our tranſient eaſe will ſhew we were preſerv'd 
From ſmaller evils, but to ſutfer worſe, 
And though unſhaken Reaſon does proclaim 
That there 's eternal eaſe among the dead; 
e quake, we ſieken at the bughear name, 
And Fear almoſt performs the work we dread, 


Teil me, deluded mortals, tell me this, 
— Why we who are expos'd to Fortune's hate, 
Who ſee no proſpect of advancing bliſs, 

Should drag a life, and love th' oppreſſive weight? } 


Come then, my friend, with equal cares diſtreſs d, 
Thou too kind partner of reſiſtleſs grief, 
Let 's on to death, the ſuteſt way to teſt; 

And court the fancy'd tyrant for relief. 


HORACE, BOOK H. ODE XVIs. 
MEN AND MEASURES CHARACTERISED. 5 


Fo R quiet, rte, chi Sailor prays 
Midtt ftormv winds and roamy ſeas, 
While moon and ſtars withhold their light, | 
And alt the globe is wrapt in night: : 
| Or, 
* I know not who was the author of this Imitation, | 
frſt publiſhed in Avguſt 1739. The copy from which 1 
row print it, containing ſeveral marginal corrections, was 
Vo . V. G purchaſed 
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Or, if loud thunders ſhake the deep, 
With Haddock's peaceful crew to ſleep. 


When armies join in horrid frav, 


And Death deforms the deep array, 
Sew me the Chief, inur'd to toils, 
All corer'd o'er with hoſtile ſpoils ; 


Who would not quit the fatal field 


And all the fame that triumphs yield, 


Should George or Walpole kindly mark 
His pott of honour in Hyde Park. 
For all the dangers, toils, and ſtrife, 


That cloud the ſprightly noon of lite, 
Are borne, that gentle quiet may 
Cloſe the mild evening of its day. 


Tis not the Star, the String, the Robe, 
Thoſe baits that catch thi' ennobled mob! 


With all that brib'd a venal train 


Io vote a ſhametul peace with. Spain, 


Can calm the conſcience, or control 
The teazing tumults of the ſoul, 

Nor can the guards that watch a Throne 
Bid anguiſh and remorſe be gone; 
They hover o'er the rich alcove, 


And daſh the draughts of guilty Love. 


Far happicr He, who craves no more 


Than what his Fathers had before 


| purchaſed with ſeveral curious pamphlets, in 1779, at the 


ſale of Dr. Arbuthnot's library. — Another Imitation of 
| This "Sh ; by Þ Mr. 1 is in dhe Engl iſn Poets, vol. 
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; Who ſees his frugal meal prepar'd 
Beneath the roof his Fathers rear'd; 

Whoſe days are crown'd with ſweet content, 
Whoſe nights in quiet flumbers ſpent. 

VM hence then thy ſchemes, deluded man, 
This noiſy chace in life's ſhort ſpan ? 

From clime to clime, from Pole to Pole, 
Where tempeſts ſweep, or bitlows roll; 

Purſue vou bliſs ? Know, buſtling elf, 

; To gain it, thou muſt loſe thyſelf. 

| Go boaſt the Miniſter thy friend ; "Ex 
Throw cumberous Virtue off; Sas - 
The giddy e of power; | 

Seek Houghton's * plains and Richmond's bow er, 
The lonely grove, the ſilent vale, 

Or bid thy canvaſs catch the gale; 

If all too weak to baniſh grict, 

Fly to the bottle for relief. 

Cares, rapid as a whirlwind's force, 

Out-fly the deer, out-run the hore ; 

| Round the bright coronet they twine ; 

They ſparkle in the ſprightly wine; 

They taint che fragrance of che! breeze: 

They whiſper through the waving lanes 4 

And, where the pilded ſtreamers ay, 

They {well the breaſt, and prompt the ſigh. 

Hope you tor pleaſure pure, retin'd | 
From every lot of human-kind ; 


. The ſcat of Sir Robert Walpole. N. 
G 2 From 
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From future woe, and preſent pain ? 

Believe me, Friend, you hope in vain. 

Virtue enjoys life's chearful ray, 

Or wilgly laughs its gloom away. 

Young Sheffield “ periſh'd in his blem, 

While Selkirk wither'd to his tomb. 
Heaven, as a curſe, to me may lend 

The years it has deny'd my friend. 
St John from Britain exil'd flies; 

While nations from his tongue grow wiſe; 
And penhon'd Horace + ſwells, while States 
Are ſmit with folly as he prates: 1 8 

There Wade in Marlborough's f. llendor rider; 
And Yorke in Talbot's Seat preſides; ; 
And ſoon, Argyll, a beardleſs boy 
Nay wield the truncheon you enjoy. 
In vain thy ſpirit, ſtrength, and eaſe, 

O Pulteney ! warm, perſuade, and pleaſe, 
Tt the reſiſtleſs nod of Bob 
Can guide the vote, and gain the job. 

See Peers, wlile England's honours fink, 
With Sherlock vote, with Stanhope think ; 
And Winnington and Yonge prevail 
Where Lyttelton and Wyndham fail. 
Yer all is juſt, could mortals ſee 
How with their end the means agree: 
Or trace the Powers that guide the whole, 
And bid the moral ſy ſtem =—_— 


#* Edmund, the fend duke of Buckingham. N. 
+ Horace; 1. c. Walpole, afterwards lord Walpole, N. 
„%% ori wk 6 'I'ts 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE XVI. 
Tis vour's life's active ſcenes to grace 
Wich every virtue of thy race; 

For Heaven, with wealth and ele; gave 

Thee foul to ſpend, and ſenſe to ſave, 
To me, the Fates, ſeverely kind, 

A ſmall incloſure have aſſign'd; 

Some ſparks of genius, and a ſoul 

That hates a K nave, and loaths a Fool. 


WRITTEN IN SAINT EVREMONT'S* ESSAYS, 
- PRESENTED TO A.LADY, 
HROUGH various climes of cenfure and applauſe, 
In this wide world of Ciiticks and their laws, 
(T1 le common fate by Authors undergone) - 

The great, the wife Sr. Fyremont has run. 

But now, ſecure, lie can re{pe& command, 

Where'er the Muſes ſtretch their filver wand; 

Where ſenſe is valued, and where learning ſhines, 

And {parkling wit can charm in poliſh'd lines; 

Where'er true eloquence and tatte prevail, 

And Authors hare their praite for thinking well. 

Vain would he be, and umnftrucicd yer, 

In the juſt worth of what himſelf had writ, 
Should he difdain for your applautc to fue, 
Or ſcruple to ſubmit his works to vou. 
Far Critick, ia his name I humbiy bend, 

Admit the tupphant Author by his friend; 
| And, as you find him merit your eſteem, 

Excuſe his agent, and encourage him. 

Of whom, ſee vol. I. p. 123. N. : | 
| „ To: 
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TO LOVE, AFTER INDIFFERENCE. 


F ELCOME, thrice * elcome to my frozen heart, 
Thou long- departed fire; 
How could'ſt thou ſo regardleſs be 

Of one ſo true, ſo fond as me, 

Whoſe early thought, whoſe firſt deſires 
Were pointed all to thee? _ 

ehen, in the morning of my day, 
Thy empire firſt began, 
!eas'd with the proſpect of thy ſwar, 
Into thy arms I ran; 

\Without reſerve, my willing heart 1 gave, 
Proud that I had my freedom loſt, 
Contending which I ought to boaſt, 

The making thee a ſovereign, or myſelf a ſlave. 


Stil! I am forc'd to execute thy will, 
By me declare thy power and Kill ; 
Iy heart already by thy fire 
Is 10 prepar'd, is fo refin” d, 
There 's nothing left behind | 
Hut infinite deſire. 

O would'ſt thou touch that lovely . 
(Whoſe charms and thine I have obey'd) 
With ſuch another flame, : 

| The heaven that would appear in me 

Would ſpeak ſuch goodnels « welt! in thee, 
Thy bow, thy art, 

No more nerd guide thy dart; 3 

No heart lo ſtubborn, but at that would aim. 


11 


SIX PASTORALS BY DR. E VANS? 
FROM ORIGIN A L Miss. 
O thou the tendereſt of the tuneful train! 
Smile on a loneſome unambitious ſwain. 
Thy artleſs beauties to his verſe transfer, 
Aud make the ſhepherd like his nymph appear. 
Though lowly, lovely ; modeſt, yet not mean; 


Thoagh warm, not wantonz unadorn'd, yet clean.” Pas r. 4. 


AlL EN, OR THE TA LE. PAS TOR AL 1. 
INSCRIBED 0 THE EARL OF PEMBROKE, 1707s 


ROBIN AND NANCY. 
N vain the baſhful Bard preſumes to fing; 


In vain his modeſt 5 expands her trembling wing. 


Diſtruſt to pleaſe ſuſpende her tuneful choice, 
And ſiaks the puny Poet's feeble voice. 

How ſhould he fing, alas! unſkill'd in ſong ? 

Or how ſuceced in his attempt ſo young? 

Teach him, ye plumv minfirels of the groves; 

In artlefs ſtrains ve warble forth your loves: 
Untaught, the linnet and the nightingale 

With native melody delight che dale: 


Of Dr. Evans, ſee vol. III. p. 118. vol. IV. p · 356. — 
The Paſtorais here hicft primed (for which I am obliged to 
Mr. Reed) are intituled, * Extracts from an original manu» 
« ſcript volume of Paſtorals by A. Evans.” The ſpecimen, 
thus preſerved, may perhaps be the means of bringing the 
whole to light. N. | 
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Like them, my Muſe, thy flender muſick try, 
And glad the plains with ruſtic harmony : ?- 
No lofty thoughts theſe ſylvan ſcenes infuſe, 

A homely ſong beſt fits a homely Muſe. 
Herbert! true friend! to thee, of right, belong 
_ Theſe lays, my fuſt eſſay in rural ſong. 

Wien chilling winter pinch'd the needy ſwain, 

And his ſtarv'd flock pin'd on the barren plain; 0 
Lou took him home, what more could ſhepherd crave? | 
And ſhelter to his ſheep and fodder gave. 

O could 1 imitate thoſe ſprightly ſtrains, 
Wich which great Pembroke whitom charm'd the plains, 

'Fo thee my grateful reed ſhould {weetly ſound, 

And Herbert's name through every grove ound, 
Mean while the tribute of an humbler lay 


Accept; tis all a bankrupt Muſe can pay. 
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'T was duſk ; and now Heaven's ſhining troops began 
Their polar march, with Veſper in the van; 

Wen Nancy, leaning on young Robin's arm, 
Return'd from dancing at a neighbouring farm. 

Long had the pair with mutual flames been bleſt, 

And Love and Joy exulted in each breaſt; 

The happy ſwain, preſt by ſo ſweet a load, 

Yet hghter for his lovely burden trod. 

And now the moon, upriſing in the eaſt, 

Long ſhadows on the gloomy valley caſt. 

The timorous nymph clung to her guardian ſwain, 
Scar'd at each ſhade that ſtretchi'd along the plain; 
And often turn'd ; oft thought ſome ſpright appear'd ; 
Now f 18g elves, now jack-a-lanterns fear'd. 


Til 
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Till che kind youth, who long had learn'd the way 
o ſooth her breaſt, and every care allay, 
Thus with a tale began to charm her ears, 
Beguile the way, and expiate her * 8 
ROBIN. | 
All on high noon, when as the futery plains. 
To cooly ſhades had drove the fainting ſwains, 
Aneath the ſhelter of a whelming rock 
Lucilla lay; around her graz'd her flock : 
Around and near; proud to be thuſen kept; 
Nor wander'd they albe't their paſtor ſlept. 
Ah, happy flock ! well might ye deign to ſtay; 
From ſuch a lovely keeper what would ſtray ? 
Ab, happy flock ! rul'd by ſo ſweet a maid ; 
Ah, happy girl by flocks and ſwains obey'd, 
| N A N CY. | 


low ! Robin ! how! 
| R © Bl N. 
c 1 Nancy dear ! I tow, 
With all her beauties, ſhe muſt vail to you. 
Belike the lad who did the lay indite 
Liv d long ago; or ne'er of thee had fight, 
Oe NANCY... 
Tell on,  whoe' er the lad or laſs may be, 
It matters not, ſo Robin loves but me. 
ROBIN. 
A flowery wreath her 1 temples bound; 
The ſweeteſt flowers the ſweeteſt maiden crown'd, 
Each flower ſo worn puts on a brighter hue : 
Yet, though they flouriſh's more than when they grew, 
4 The 


What may this mean? why . ſo my heart? 
Through every limb? Of fleeping maids good ſtore 


I've ſeen, yet never felt rhe like before. 
Some fairy queen, I trow, who with her train, 


The boid forbidden ken, Haſte far away, 
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The lily, which in gardens ſeems ſo fair, 
No ſnow could brag, her whiter ſkin ſo near, 
The roſe, which on the buſhes bluſhes ſo, 
Wax'd pale, or ſeem'd to wax. Carnations too 
Doubled their ſmell, but loſt their crimſon dye, 
Or ſcem'4 to loſe ; her lovelier cheeks fo nigh. 


As thus the maid, ſtretch'd on the moſſy floor, 


Slept, as ſhe thought, from prying lads ſecure, 

Alen, a ſhepherd of the bordering plains, 

Y oung, yet no ſtranger to Love's tender pains, 

In queſt of wanton ſtragglers from his flock 

Chanc'd this-a-way to paſs; but when the rock 

He tpicd, and, low adown, fo fair a laſs | 

In tempting guiſe, ſoft lumbering on the graſs, 

His ſearch forgot, and loſt in ſweet amaze, 

He ſtops, upon the lovely girl to gaze. 

Well might he {top ! Who fuch a f ght could ſpy, 
Yer, like a lubber, paſs unheedful by? | 

« Ah me! (he cried, when firſt he'd power to ſpeak) 
Ah me! (then ſigh'd as though his heart would break) 


Why glow my cheeks? and whence this tickling ſmait 


By moonſiine, nightly trips it on the plain, 


Dwoelis in this hollow hill! 'tis ſo! then haſte, 


Rath Jad, away! thou canſt not fly too faſt. 
Haſte, turn thy eyes, left with their loſs vou pay 


| Chance | 


na: Me Bb: 4H. 
Chance ſhe to wake, albe't you ſcape with fight, 
Dread the blue marks of pinches rude each night, 

Bur ah! I rave; what fairy elve may vie 

With fleſh ſo fair! ting'd with ſuch roſy dye? 

Thoſe tiny forms at midnight take their round 
And never ſleep; or ſleep not, ſure, ſo ſound. 
The wreath ſhe d'ons beſpeaks her May's bright den, 
So juſtly choſen by our neighbour Green. 

'Tis ſhe ! and ſong is ſcanty in her praiſe, 
Though the ſweet burden of each ſhepherd's lays : 

But O! what lays, what ditties, can ſet forth 

Such countleſs beautics ! ſuch unmated worth? 

Why ſtoop I not, and gently ſteal a kiſs ? 
I tremble ! what unwonted dread is this! 
Laſſes, well pleas'd, ſuch tender thefts allow ; ; 
Oft have I tried them; what withholds me now ? 
Ah! Iuckleſs hap to guide my ſteps this way! 
| ſought a ſtraying lamb; but now, wide ſtray 
Myſelf, alas! better I'd ſtay'd at home _ 
Content, though half my flock had deign'd to roam. 

My pipe, the tuneful calmer of my orief, 
With cheary trains had yielded ſure relief; 

Soft. ſoothing ſounds had wafted wide my care, 
While anſwering groves had {cem'd my woes to ſhare. 
But ſoothing ditties fan a lover's flame, 
And who would goad the grief he ſeeks to tame? 
Untoward ail! which muſic feeds alone! 
Woe's me poor Alen! then, I'm ſhare undone ! 
Put why undone ? is Love fo ſad a pain? 

O] yes, it is when not return'd again. © 
tomb Why 
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Why not return'd ? to woo 's a pleafing taſk ; 
Will any damſel yield afore we aſk ? 
Such lovely looks ill mate with peeviſh pride; 


*Tis ſoon enough to wail when once denied. 
Blithſome and briſk, I trow, thou doſt not bear 
A make that ever yet was known to ſcare, 


Sucky and Agnis, maids of no mean face, 


Allow thee freely in their hearts a place; 


And why ſhould this deſpiſe thee ? though more gay, 
She's woman, and may love as well as ther. 
But, ſhould ſhe not! can Alen brook her ſcorn, : 
In love, wont hitherto to meet return? 
Waiſt-heart! what ſhall I do in ſuch a caſe ? 


How will faſt trick ling tears unman my face? 


How will my fighs ſwell up the rifing gale? 
| Yet, what will fighs, and what will tears avail? 
Still hope : what though the ſhould thy ſuit deny; 


Laſſes, at firſt, are naturally coy, 


And will be woo'd. 'Tis cunning more than ſcorn - 


With-holds their ſmiles, we flight what 's caſy won. 


Were there no rugged rocks nor dreary dales, 


We ſhould not prize the beauty of theſe vales. 


The roſe. the violet, and cowſlip too, 


Would ſcem leſs ſweet, were no rank weeds to grow, 
Then ne'er deſpair; though, firſt, the 1 Icy prove, 


In time ſhe'll melt, Love 's the reward of Love, 


Alack, alack ! my hope is all too vain! 
Oft have I heard how much this fruitful plain 

Vaunts of its blithſome youth; lads who poſſefs 
Whate'cr in Love can pleaſe, or maiden bleſs, 


Mel ap 


TAS TALK. ©» 
Mehap ſome one of 4 her eaſy heart 5 
May have already gain'd : and then, what ſmart 
Muſt Alen feel, what woe, what pining pain, 
To ſce the laſs for which I figh in vain 
Some lucky rival bleſs ! O rueful thought! 
Firſt may I die, ere ſuch ſhould be my lot!“ 
| So having plain'd, his ſtand the ſhepherd takes 
Propt on his crook : ſoft watching till ſhe wakes, 
But, of his court, the ſtory makes no lay; 
Or elſe, mehap, the reſt was torn away. 
Now, for = tale, I beg, at leaſt, one kiſs. 


„ 

Take it, dear lad! and with it this, and this. 
Such tales to tell, I'd hire thee thus all day, 
80 { weet the purchaſe, and ſo ſweet the pay. 


ROGER, OR THE WAG. PASTORAL in. 
WILLIAM AND COLIN. 


At wet and weary William home return d 
From diſtant fairs, and o'erſtock'd markets mourn'd. 
Slowly lag on his weather-heaten fold, 
The greater part as yet remain'd unſold. 

Him Colin ſpied, who, from the open plain, 

Had driven his flock to ſhelter from the rain. 

Beneath a hollow hill the ſhepherd ſare; 

And joys to welcome his long abſent mate. 

To him he hies; the friendly cavern ſhews, 

And to the covert bears his fainting ewes : 

A leathern bottle, ſtor'd with humming beer, 

He brings; large draughts the 1 Grover chear. 
And 
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And now the ſun ſhot forth a gladſome ray: 
The tempeſt ceas'd ; again the fields look'd gay. 
William, inſenfibly, forgets his cate, 


And cheary thus beſpeaks his kind compeer. 
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1 WILLIAM. 

Sure I ſet out on ſome unlucky day! 

But, coming fairs my pains may better pax. 
'Twere vain to grieve ; what muſt be will befall; 
Good and ill hap, by turn, ſtill wait on all. 
Now, fay the news, e'er fince I ſaw thee laſt, 
And how the Mhitſun holidays were paſt; 

| Who won the wreſtling prizes at the wake; 
Whoſe head was broke, and for what laſs's ſake; 
Hath loveſome Lobin wedded buxom K ate ? 
And how doth Roger bear his high eſtate ? 
Roger turn'd farmer! Plow-bovs, prick your cars! 
What lubber now to make his fortune fears ? 


| | co L I N. | 

© Full of himſelf ill Roger prides to be 
The Merry-andrew of the company.“ 
Our mirth he moves all as a glametome calf ; 
ee laugh, indeed, but 'tis at him we laugh. 


WILLAI AM. 

Lo! where he comes : O ſtrange ! he turns aſide ! 
And lee, a plaiſter doth his temples hide. 
You ſeem to {mile ; I pry'thee, Colin, tell 

11 aught worth counting hath the man befell. 

COLIN, 
Some four or five days paſt, as on the brink, 
(Where morn and cvening all the cattle drink) 


Simon 


n 


Simon and I, and Steven, in debate, 

With Kitty, and her lover Dicky, fate, 

Roger came up, though an unbidden gueſt, 
And marr'd our charting with an ill-tim'd jeſt. 


A thouſand monkey tricks the wag play'd oer; 


Then drew a naughty figure on the ſhore : 

Strait, ſparkiſh Steven, who had ſeen the town, 
To thew his knowledge, called it * a great gun.“ 
Simon, becauſe it ſomething ſeem'd to ſpout, 
Said © Nay; an engine 'tis, the flames to tout!” 
« Right! Roger cried ; what longing laſs defires 
A fitter engine to aſſuage Love's fires?“ 

An here the lout his ſides ungracious ſhakes ; 
And mighty mock at ſimple Simon makes: 
Wie modeſt bluſhes Kitty's cheeks o'erſpread; 
No roſe in June glows with ſo bright a red, 
Bur Dicky eyed him with a ſtern regard. 

© Such artiſts ſhould not want a due reward,” 
Said he; then ſtamp'd the wicked picture out; 
And, with his ſheephook, bravely laid about. 
This marr'd the lubber's laugh : away he fled. 

So may all vicious Wou'd-be-wits be ped. 


"ZW KL L140. 
Since Es did Dicky ſo much courage gain ? 
Dicky ! the meereſt milkſop of the plain. 


CO LIN. 
Fair Kitty s preſence made the ſtripling bold : 


His love ill- treated, who his hands could hold! i 
Vicky behay'd as ſuits a lover ſwain : | 


A worm, when trodden on, will turn again. 
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WILLIAM. 
So did not Roger. What a brag is he! 
Boldneſs and ſheeptſhneſs bur ill agree. 


Could ſuch a bluſterer tamely take a blow? 


In words ſo high, in manhood all ſo low! 


cer and noiſy, yet unlike a Si ; 
Spare him, he rattles; but, well drubb' d, 3 18 dumb. 


WILLIAM 
Yer this is he, who, in his own conceit 


5 Mott with, « as fools doth all his fellows treat. 


0 0 1 IN. 
Not i in bis own conceit alone, or how 
From anni, ſhould he come to own the plow ? 


| WILLIAM. 
His tongue hath ſery'd him well at time of need * 


He that will ſpare to ſpeak may ſpare to ſpeed. 
1 envy not; however wealth may charm, 


Y et, who would Roger be, to gain has farm? 


coli. 
Alas! we all our different failings ſhare : 
The beſt have faults, and each with each ſhould bear. 


Dou hie and glad thy meſs-mates with thy fight; 


'Thy harraſs'd ewes ſhall be my care to-night. 
For lo! the ſetting ſun. The flocks once penn'd, 
Home haſting I'll thy news from far attend. 


DICKY, 


DICK F. 


| [ * ] | 


PASTORA L VIII. 


IN TWO ECLOGUES, 179. 


AL to the ſolirary groves 1 | 
* Enlarg'd, where ſportive Fancy roves. 


What brightneſs glitters through the glade * * 


_ Thalia, ſoul-alluring maid ! 

Deign'ſt chou to viſie me again? 

M hy point'ſt thou ſo to yonder COLE > 
Nlethinks 1 hear the ſtripling wail — 
And «well there ſorrows in the dale? 
From ſcenes of peace can woes ariſe ? 
A while let's liſten do his *1ghs. 


d WS 

« Gee, Dobbin, cee ! the fun grows low, 
And we have yet much land to low, 
Though this a looſe and ſandy oil, 
Wich one pvor beaſt yet hard 's the toil, 
Hard is the toil, wiien, with a mind 
Unquiet, feeble limbs are join'd! 
Alack, alack ! with little heart 
I hold the plow, or drive the cart ? 
Liſtlels in whatſoe'er I do, | 
No wonder 'tis we loiter ſo. 
Untoward Love hath turn'd my brain. 
| Whoe, Dobbin, whoe 1 we drudge in vain, 
Who live at eafe may work for bread; 
No eaſe have I to Wop till dead. 

vo . V. K 
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Fair, falſc, forgetful Kirty, ſhe 


That charms my heart, forſaketh me l 


Die Dicky, die! and end thy care: : 
Who life with loſs of love would bear? 


With flagging ears and head hung down, | 


Thou, Dobbin, ſeem'ſt to ſhare my moan, 2 
| Mehap thou fear'ſt, when I am gone, 
To miſs thy driver. Ten to one 


But ſome rude ruſtic, void of grace, 


| May hold the plow in Dicky's place 
May hold the plow, but lean thereon, 
And waſte thy ſtrength to ſave his own. 
I lchap it good to him may ſeem 

To make thee lag- horſe of the teem, 

While Ball or Whitefoot lead the way, 
_ With tinkling bells, and trappings bay · 8 
Vet Ball is but a drone at beſt, 
And Whitefoot's an ill-natur'd beaſt. 
Mchap, becauſe he finds thee free, 

He ll lay the ſtreſs of all on thee. 


Till, harraſs'd out beyond thy ſtrength, 
Jaded, he drives thee home, at length; 
And gives thee ſtrum, inſtead of hay, 


Or, careleſs, ſteals abroad to play, 


And leaves thee ſtarving all the while; 


A bad reward for daily toll. 


No more muſt feed or rub thee down. 


Ah, Dubbin ! what a change were this! 


Poor Dobbin then will Dicky miſs. 


But Dicky, to the cold grave gone, 


| No 


THE PLOW-BOY. 
No more his well-known voice muſt chear ! 
Dobbin another's weight muſt bear, 
Sparing of words, but free of blows. 


Then thou, inſtead of hey-gee-whoes, 
halt hear the whip, or feel its laſh, 


W pile eruel ſtripes poor Dobbin ſlaſh. 


Beſhrew the churl, whoe'er he be, 
That thus, my nag, miſuſeth thee ! 
Dead though I am, my vengeful ſpright 
Shall hover o'er him every night, 
Me, worſe than Fairies, let him dread ; 
Nor hope for quiet in his bed; 
While all in white my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
With viſage wan and favcer Eyes: © © 
What ſhrieks and howlings ſhall he hear! 
Or, with long claws, his fleſh 1 NI tear: 
At leaſt, each ſtripe he lends to thee, 
Shall back be paid with uſurvy. _ 
Through care of what may be my lot, 
I my own woes had nigh forgot. 
Chear up, my nag |! and thou, fond heart, 
At length forego thy fruitleſs ſmart, 
Ah!] ceaſe to pain a loveſome oaf. 
Gee, Dobbin, gee ! let's work it off. 
With lazy lads Love likes ro ſtay: 
Gee, Dobbin, gee ! fond Love, away!“ 
What ſudden ſhades enwrap my head! 
O! whither, whithcr art thou fled, 
Illuſive Muſe ! without thee, here, 
Nor groves, nor dale, nor fwain, appear. 


H 2 | DICKY, 
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DICKY, ECLOGUE 1, 


SOFT deceiver! ceaſe to ſmile ! 


Still would'ſt thou every ſenſe begulle ? 2 


At thy return, dear Muſe, again 


1 view the groves, and hear the ſwain. 


DICKY. 


« Ah, Dicky, Dicky ! luckleſs lad! 

| How blithe the morn, yet thou hw ſad! 

The birds with one another vie, 
And all things joyous ſeem but I. 
_ Gee, Dobbin, eee! tis all in vain |: 


Nor work, nor reſt, can caſe my pain. 


Our labour, with the day, returns; 
Vet ſtill thy hopeleſs driver moans. 
Reſtleſs, I trow, I paſs'd the night, 


Reſtleſs again behold the light. 
Nor know I how to cure my care 2 
Ah, crucl Love! at length forbear. 


| Whatever man could do, I've done; 


She is not to be wrought upon, 
How hard is iron ! how foft is clay! 


Yet Time the plowſhare wears away. 


Whitcfoor, the wildeſt colt alive, 
Now, broken, in the team I drive. 


An acorn, when a child, I took 
And buried, now 'tis grown an oak. 
But Kitty, for my ruin born, 


No time can wear away her ſcorn, 


No 


T H E PLO W. B Or. 
No art a madding mind can tame, 

Or raiſe in her cold breaſt a flame. 
The thirſty earth drinks up the rain, 
But pays it back in fruits again; 

She, all as alabafter tombs, _ 
Still, as I weep, more fair becomes, 
But bears no love, as they no green; 
All gay without, all dead within. 
O] that my tears, which never reſt, 
Might mollify her marble breaſt! 
| O! that her ſtony heart would bear 
Some love at laſt to cure her care! 
In vain [ with! in vain I ſtrive!” 
In vain, whate'er ſhe aſks, I give! 
Nor gifts, nor prayers, nor tears, perſuade 
A thankleſs, ruthleſs, loveleſs maid ! 
Once, plowing on new-broken ground, 
A little ſhining ſtone I found ; 
Which, having waſh'd within the brook,. 
Did well repay the pains I took. 
With ſuch a ruddy light it glow'd, 
It ſeem'd a drop of frozen blood, 
A ſtripling, fairly carv'd thereon, . 
Beſpoke it not a common ſtone: 
A dart he held, prepar'd to ſtrike, 
Like Death; in all things elſe unlike; 
And on his ſhoulders wings appear'd, 
Like Time without his ſcythe or beard. 
Mchap, thought I, ſome ſecret ſpell 
This uncouth figure may conceal, | 
= > Mcechap, 
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Mehap, though uſeleſs to behold, 


It may be worth its weight in gold. 


Forthwith I to the Vicar's went, 


To learn its price, and what it meant: 


Who told me, Love was grav'd thereon, 


And, for my bargain, bad a crown. 


«Ah! no; if Love it be, quoth I, 


Fair Kitty's right no gold ſhall buy: 


And now, methinks, I ken it plain; 


Love gives at once both joy and pain. 
Theſe leering looks; that piercing dart; 
Thoſe wings ſpread ready to ne : 


This childiſh form, and naked hue ; 3 


The lore of lovers ſpeak too true. 


While fo I ſpoke, the Scholar gaz'd, 

As ſeeming at my wit amaz'd. | 
The ſimple Sage, though read in book, 
And wiſe in garb as well as looks, 


_ Witt not how clearly lovers ſce. 
| Mean and unletter'd though we be, 


Ruſticks are men, as well as he. 
Proud of my prize, away I went, . 


And to my love, did Love preſent. 


But mark how ill my pains ſhe paid: 
As ſoon as to the thankleſs maid 


The value of the gift was known, 
She hies and takes the parſon's crown ! 


God ! how it gall'd my heart, to find 
Buch beauty with ſuch baſeneſs join d. 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 


No 


THE LOW BOY. 


No wonder ſhe who ſo could do, 

More kindneſs ſhould to others ſhew. 
Nor is the damſel over-nice, 
Though proud, and pride 's a deadly vice. 
Rude, ruſtic, red-hair'd Ralph! the jeſt 
Of all the town, can move her breaſt, 


Who would have thought that jolter-head 


Should e'er pretend to Kitty's bed ? 
Fortune ſtill favours fools, we find! 
Vet well [ bear the day in mind 
Wen out at heels the lubber came, 
Ere wedded to his doating dame; 
Who, dying, left him heir of all. 
$0 goes the world ! ſome riſe, ſome fall ! 
Now Ralph, forſooth ! is Gatter grown! 
Hath Kine and cattle of his own ! 
Doth, every Sunday, ſpruce appear, 
And rents full fifty pounds a year! 
Yet, ſhould I ſpeak it, 'twere no lie, 
He loves but for conveniency. 
The farmer wants an houſehold drudge, 
Who daily muſt to market trudge; 
But, ere ſhe go, muſt milk her kine, 
The poultry feed, and ſerve the ſwine. 
Nor lo ſhall end her conſtant toil, 
The tue muſt blaze, the pot mug bil, 
Or ovens ſmoaking plenty vield 
Againſt the folk return from field. 
; Thus, up the firſt, in bed the laſt, 
My dame her painful life mull * aſte. 
H 4 
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Too true a help-mate ſhall the prove, 
And ſhare much care with little love. 
Ah, Kitty, filly girl! beware! 
Nor buy a little ſtate too dear. 


What boots the huſbandman's ormoil d | 


He does but for his landlord toi]. 


The ground may fail ig its 1ncreafe ; 
And quarter-days come on apace. 


Far happier lives we plowmen lead; 


No mildews we, or murrain dread : 


And though but little we poſleſs, 


It ſerves their turn hefe wants ate leſs, | 
Ah, Kitty! tis not ſo with me: 


I'm wanting all, in wanting thee! 
But, lo! where the too lovely laſs 
Doth croſs the furrows nimbly pals, 
Unmindful of poor Dicky here ! 


Gee, Dobbin, gee! let's draw more near. 
Ah me! ah me! what do 1 ſpy? 


Whoe, Dobbin, whoe ! we 're all too nighs 
Yon leafleſs brake her fondling ſhews : 


Their mceeting-place, as I ſuppoſe. 


They join! he graſps her lily hands! 
Vet, gentle, as a lamb, ſhe ſtands! 
Good God can I look on and live? 


Such fights an heart of oak might rive. 


Lord! Lord! behold! ſhe pars his face! 


And now they clip in cloſe embrace ! 


Clip on ; no tales ſhall Dicky tell! 
To love and life farewell !—farewell 1” 


And 


rs over nm 


And what, Thalia, doſt thou mean, 
To raiſe up ſuch a joy leſs ſcene? | 
Would'ſt thou my forward flames reprove?. | 
In vain, like Dicky, muſt I love? | 
But, to Whom talk 1? thou art fled, 


My Mule! 8 left mehere —3 . 5 


1 U e . OR THE MAIDS 


PAST 0 04 6 
IN THREE ECLOGUES. rs. 


b Pie ower of the Fae bright Cytherea's pride! 

4 Victors of thoſe who vanquiſh all befide ! 

Deign, lovely Albion virgins, with a ſmile, 

To pay the tender ſhepherd's tuneful toil, 

Ye are his Muſcs! ye his breaſt inſpire! 

Your eyes beſt kindle the poetic fire. 

Though, artleſs, an unpoliſh'd ſtrain he play, 

O! liſten to his liſping loveſome lay. 

So long o'er hearts may your ſoft empire laſt; 

No dire diſeaſe your blooming beauties blaſt ; 

No care but love your generous breaſts invade, 

And be that love with mutual love repaid ! 

Now huſh, ye whittling winds ; be calm, O air! 

Whiile Britiſh warblings ſooth the Britiſh Fair. 

LUCY AND NANCY. ECLOGUE L 
LTCS 

Hey-hoy my heart ! my hopeleſs heavy heart 

; NANCY, | 

What NY has: girl? nay, ſtartle n not ; in part 
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I gueſs thy grief. ; 
L v c Y. : 
5 ; Good Nancy, haſt thou "MP 
My mottled lambkin ſtraggling on the 1 
Ane. 


| Safe are thy younglings; or, if aught you lack, 


8 Doubt v not but Abin ſoon will bring them back. 


„ , 
Hey-ho T poor + kt 


NANCY. 
Hey-ho! poor laſs q ſay I. 
| Bur, ceaſe 1 to forrow; truſt me, comfort 's nigh. 


1% r. 
Saw ft thou my Abin {—Moty—L would lay. 


NANCY. 


e Fondling ! unwirting, you $ bewray. 


What means the wench 3 > | 


NAN c Y. 

What means thy glowing cheek , 
| LUCY. 

rim! e you'd of of my lambkin ſpeak. 


NANCY. 


Of—of thy lover I could ſomething ler. | 
Bur ſee ! | he comes. 


8 8 We: 
0 where? Lord ! I'll away=— : 
And 


1 IFP. MAI 107 
And yet 
| 17 5 n ANC 1. | 
5 And yet, thou haſt not * to CY 
Be calm ; be 4 turns aſide. 
| „ 8 
Where gads he rrow ? 2 
MAN C . 
85 What! is't to thee? how do thy glances rove! 
Go, follow, go! Lord, what a thing is love ? 
| L UCY. . 
1 love him! 11 „ 
„ NANCY. 
Not lefs than he does 
i LUCY. 3 
. Who ? ; 
NANCY. _ 
Bleſs me! how wild you look ! have patience—you. 
| LUCY. © 
Me, imple maid When us the churl eſpied, : 
Beheld'ſt thou not how ſoon he turn'd aſide? 
NANCY. _ 
No; etwas another; nay, you eye in vain; 
Ju now, with folded arms, I met the ſwain, 
With thoughts, I trow, all full of Love and thee, 
He ſadly ſtray d. 
"GY CY 
Stray where he liſt for r me! 
3 NANCY. : 
Come come, my laſs ; thy boſom 's not of fans; 
Nor canſt thou pleaſaunce take at other's moan ; 


A 


vo! MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Ar leaſt not Abin's; well I wot thy mind; 


So fond, fo faithful he, and thou fo kind. 
In love, as well 45 vears, I've got the ſtart 


Of thee ; and, by my owa, arcad thy heart. 
Whatever ſtrangeneſs, cutwatdly, we ſhew, 
Robin and I have bargain'd long ago. 
Mother is to our wiſh already won ; 
Dad yields apace 3 he gain d, the matter 's done. 
LUCY. 
| Ab, happy Nancy! ) 
NM An er. 
Happe Lucy too! 
17 aught of happineſs or love I know. 
What maiden vaunts ſo young, yet true, a mate }. 
What lad, like Abin, doats at ſuch a rate! | 
How have the woods with Lucy's praifes rung 
Was erer name ſo long, fo ſweetly, ſung ? 
MW CY: 
| Woe's me too [weet ! thoſe lays my heart bereft. 
NANCY. | | 

A lovely felon, and a lovely theft. | 
Now ſay what drives the ſnepherd to deſpair! 
And whence thy ſhyneſs and unuſual care? 
Some word miſplac'd, 1 trow ; ſome reader fray. 
That rivets hearts; the nel A,, 
| Or rather of an hour, „ 
| | LU'CYs. | 
Full twelve are © paſt! 
Paſt ru: fully, ſince I beheld him laſt, 
And yet he ever wont to haunt this mead, 
Thoſe ſeldom-wWlüles that we aſunier feed. | 
Pos] | j N A Ne 


THE M ALD 5. 


NANCY. 
Ha, ha! py therefore /twas, you took this way? 


Guets'd I not right ? now Lucy, who 's the _ ? 


| Lv c 1. 
Myſelf, 11 „ 
c + N C . 
A lamb, no lad you ſeek. 
| L * c Ye 2 
Ab, 1 pare me e words! 
NAN C 1 
Enough thy. bluſhes \peak. 
| . 
| Dear 541 I own, you caught n me unawares 1 
5 Too much you know. 
NANC v. 


Unbe fom all your cares. 


Our 8 which! in the ſallow cloſures feed, 
Have ſtore of brouze, and little tendance need. 
Nor does ſteep Beacon-hill yet hide the ſun; 
The tale will long afore the day be done. 

At leiſure count thy woes ; "twill eafe thy breaſt, 


Though much 1 know, I'd gladly learn the ref. 


LUCY. 
See gc there | not for the world would I, 
That goſſip could o'erhcar m/ miſery. 


Though lighted, til ſhe Ain. maunts from bar: 


Poor Lucy's ſorrows would be nuts to her. 
Beneath von hedge, by the green mealow's ſide, 
Let's reſt: by Pry ng damſels leſs cſpied. 


ECLOGUE 
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E ce L n n n. 
; NANCY, 7, 


How gay the blooming buſhes ! we may hope, 
Of berries, hips, and haws, a plenteous crop. 
The birds will have a banquet. I foreſee, 
The coming winter will a ſharp one be. 
| Now fit and ſpeak thy ſorrows, free from fear : 
11 Pay we tale with ſomething worth ads ear. 
5 i STS 
This morn, this luckleſs morn ! by break of FRY 
| I hied a field, fond fool! to gather May. | 
Who knows what ſummer ſcorching ſuns may do? 
From the moiſt boughs I ſhook the dropping dew, 
. And N ſafe ; devoid of every care. 
. NANCY, 
. Save that of love, and to be counted fair 1 
| Tue x. 
still by thy own, doſt thou my heart aread > 
Who ſaw I firſt, all daggled, bruſh the mead 
Ere ſcarce this flowery month began? 
Lo NANCY, 
| *T was me; 
And you are e ſhrewdly apt to learn, I ſee. 
Both blameleſs are. Who, but a witleſs laſs, 
Before ſhe's wed, unheeds her garb or face? 
With all our care, frail beauty will away : 
*'T were folly not to keep it while we may; 
If milky fronts and cherry cheeks we own 
Not for ourſelves, I deem, they re given alone. 


| What 


| T H E M AI D 8. 111 
What boot the faireſt flowers, ungaz'd upon? 
Were taught, nought 's vainly made. Now, girl, go « on. 
r 
Unwitring woe to come, I cheary hied, 
And, in the damp, unchill'd, my labour plied. 
5 Abin, I knew, would, at due ſeaſon, looſe 
My pent- up flock, and freſheſt paſture chuſe. 

My vial fill'd, now, the ſhort taſk was done, 
When, threatening miſchief, cloudy rofe the ſun. 
High in the hedge, behold! a gaudy ſpray 
Smil'd in full bloom; above its fellows gay. 
With thee, thought I, III deck my leafy bower 
'Gainſt Abin comes; I knew the promis'd hour. 

; NANCY. 
That Mhady arbour, or juſt ſuch a one, | 
(Forgive mv craving!) oft I've wiſh'd my own) 
A pleaſing fence from ſun and ſudden rain, 
Where ſcarce a tree o'erſhades the naked plain, 
Amidſt the common, in a buſhy brake, 
That curious Abin rais'd, for Lucy's fake. | 
| How hath he trim'd and twin'd the ſtubborn boughs ? 
:'T he work the lad, the lad the lover ſhew. 
| LUCY. 
To reach the twig, I all a tiptoe tried; 
Nigh grew a luckleſs bramble, uneſpied : 
See, Nancy, how my mangled palm was torn ! ? 
I caught at flowers, alas! but graſp'd a thorn ! 
Ah me! forerunner of more crucl ſmart ! 
That hurt my hand, this ſorely thrills my heart, 
Ah me, mv Nancy ! ſo, in love, we find, 
Gay bloomy joys with prickly ſorrows join'd. 


How- 
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Howe'er, I cropt the branch; nor felt much pain; 
Well pleas'd to think, when Abin ſaw the ſtain 
My blood had made, his lips, ſtill balmy found, 
With words and Kiſſes ſweet would heal the wound. 
Miſtaken maid ! ner did my grated ear, 
From lips ſo ſweet, ſuch rude revilings hear. 
| Now to my bower I tript ; but, by the way, 
Cull d out the freſheſt flowers, the pride of May. 
Arriv'd, full fair in front I fix d the bough _ 
Witch crimſon ting'd; you gueſs the cauſe, I trow. 
Then, on the turt-rais'd bank, adown I ſat; 
And often ey'd the diſtant tive · barr d ya, 
By Abia leap'd, when lightſome, all in haſic, 
Still joyous, thitherwards, the ſhepherd paſt. 
Nor idly lais'd 1, though my hand was fore, 
' But rang'd in order every ohoſen flower. 
Then in a ruſhy wreath, full artful, fix d 
With ſcented thyme and glotly bay leaves mix'd. 
On went the pleaſing work, defign'd to pay 
My lad's laſt ditty; a ſweet loveſome lay. 
Tue tender ſtrain I to myſelf humm'd o'er; 
And call'd the liſtening birds around my bower. 
Around my bower the birds all liſtening came; 
By Abin's often ſinging there made tame: | 
Made tame by Abin's ſong, and ſo was I, 
Erewhile ſo coldly coy, fo ſimply ſhy. 
Ah, why not ſhunn'd I ſtill his tempting tale! 
But now he flies, and 'tis my turn to wail! 
For, lo i ere yet the promis'd time grew nigh, 


A gathering ſtorm benights the lowering ſky ; 


Down, 
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Down , rattling, ruſh'd the heavy hail- fraught ſhower z 
| Lord! how I wiſh'd for Abin in the bower! 
Now, like a luſty buck, he bounds along; 

My heart too, at his fight, as lightſome ſprung; 
Wet as be was, I ran to meet the ſwain, © 
And, with my mantle, ſhelter'd from the rain; 
For none had hardy he. Within his arms 
| He caught me ſoft, and, Why thy render charms 
My Love! ſaid he, doſt drench in driving rain? 

Then, kiſſing, to the arbor hies amain, 

Where down he drops me, with a ſudden ſhock, 

| And, ſighing, colour'd like a turkey-cock— _ 

For, lo! rude Roger, with my garland crown'd. 

God! at the ſight, I thought I ſhould have —— d. 

« Wanton|! cries Abin, was it all for this, 
 You'crafty met me with a Judas kifs ? 

O wondrous care ! my head from ſtorms to ſkreen, 

That thy lout lover might eſcape unſeen. 

Light wench ! I came an hour too ſoon, I trow ! 
Tus mated, what hath Abin here to do?“ 
Then, with a look that almoſt ſtruck me dead, | 
Unanſwer'd, through the tempeſt muttering fled. 

Now, Nancy, gueſs at luckleſs Lucy's care! 
God-wot, I wilt not any one was there! 

How ſoon is lover's joyance marr'd with woe! 

Ungentle boy ! to ſnub and flout meſo! _ 

NANCY. 

Troth, 11 Love is nice; in ſuch a caſe, 

1'd done the ſame, were I in Abin's place. — 

Ah! where the bull broke through the weſtern mound, 

Lo! where he bellowing comes, and tears the ground ! 

Vor. 1 | | Tis: 
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"Tis well the ſtile 's ſo near; behind the yat 
More ſafely we nay fir, and end our _ 15 


ECLOGUE ſys + 
wes. 


1M ud we 're here! and yet, rude Roger's f G git, 
This morning, put me in a greater fright. of 

Nor bull, nor bear, broke looſe, though met alone, 
Could terrify me more than Abin's frown. 

What might T do? the lad outſtript the wind; 
Nor would I, with the lubber, bide behind. 
 Homeward, amid the ſtorm, in wretched guiſe 
_ Tlagg'dz with heavy heart, and ſtreaming eyes. 

And from my laden lap the bottle threw ; 

My lover loſt, ſmall need had I of dew. 
NANCY... | 

| Raſh girl! to render thus thy labour vain! 

Ere May be out, you Il go to work again. 

Now beedful hark to what will give thee Joy. 

. 

Vou chear my heart! 

N e PITTS 

I.,xead it in thine eye. 

| Bleak blew the morning blaſt, when ſtormy ſhowers 
Lodg'd the green corn, and cruſh'd the tender flowers, 
O''erblown the tempeſt, ceas'd the ruſhing ran, 
How peark that waves ! how brag theſe ſpread again! 
| Thoſe coal-black clouds, late lowering in the ſky, 
Now with gold edgings trim their-crimſon dye. 5 


NAI d . 
How fair an evening, yet how foul a day! 
So gladſome glee ſhall chace thy cares away, 
Or ill I deem; for Abin, who, erewhile, 
In mopiſh mood, againſt the woodward ſtile, 
All . hurt his knee — 


3 v c . 
Ah me! I bear 


| He as ne'er a plaiſter ; would we had him here! 


Yon healing leaf his raging ſmart ſhould tame: 
His eating hofe may make the lad fall lame. : 
But what e care I? 


NANCY. 


True; Abin 's not thy care. 


5 Ver. 
| Say or on; ; where went he? what did he do there? 


| | N AHGCY:. 
0 'crhearing gameſome Roger i in a brake, 


(As loud he laugh'd, T ween, for laughing's ſak & 


To him he ſkips; and, red with wrath, eſpies 


The giggling oaf deck'd with thy flowery prize. 


* 
; 
1 * 

1 


„Chur!!! who (ſaid he) did that gay crown bequeath 15 


Then from his freckly forehead tore the wreath, 


And, frowning, clench'd his fiſt. At which the lou: : 
All trembling told the truth (for truth will out) _ 


How that, to | ſhun the ſhower, he haſty hicd, 
And Jurking in the buſhes uneſpicd, 
Till you upriſing dropp'd the work adown ; 


Then to the bower flunk he, and don' d the crow n, 


On waggery bent. 5 
I. 
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LUCY. | 

on miſchief bent, ſay 11 
IMs} jov's ain riſe from others miſery. 

| Bee his tricks! | 
- e e 3 
They 're all paid home at laſt. 
Harm was harm catch. Now Abin, all aghaſt, 
With hanging head, long, ſadly ſilent, ſtood ; 
Then, ſtarting, at him flew, in furious mood. 

«© Pies on thy pranks !” ſaid he, and drubb'd him ſore. 
Then,“ Lucy! Lucy!” cried; and, tow'rds thy bower, 
Fleet as an hunted hare, away he ſprung. 
J gueſs, his peace will coſt him a new ſong. 
Say, Lucy, were not this a ſweet amends ? 
Some une chidings firſt, then buſs, and friends. 
| LUCY. | 

Dear flatterer! ſure thou 'rt brib'd to take his part. 

; How have thy words buoy'd up my ſinking heart! 
NANCY. 
This Sik I ween, thy flumbers will be ſound. 
See how the tuneful robins flock around. 
Glad ridings they of love and pleaſaunce bring, 
VW hen, peaceful, thus, in pairs, they ſoftly fing. 
Sweet redbreaſts ! friendly birds! to Nancy dear, 
Both for your ſong and him whoſe name you bear, 
How would my Robin liſten to your lays! 
| | L VUCY. | 
: How will they hearken when my Abin plays! 

„„ 
Though leſs of muſic's {kill my Robin prides, 
Me, me alone, he loves, and never cludes ! 


Luer. 
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| Though many laſſes Abin ſeek to move, : 
Me, me alone, the lad vouchſafes to love! 


: . Se NANCY. | 
Vouchſafes to love! yes, as this morning ſhews | ! 
| "0 LUCY. 
| F. rom ill-form'd fears ſuch ſhort-liv'd coldnefs flows. 
NANCY. 
Hal Robin dar'd to leave me ſo behind. 
"GD © Yo 
And then, repenting, ſhould become more kind! — 
| | N ANC r. | 
Yet 1 
ä Luc v. 


. What then ? Nay ! do not look ſo red. 
Bleſs me! behold ! the friendly birds are fled ! * 
Their ſudden flight fore bodes another tray : 

I hold too much one quarrel in a day. 
ANGST 
| Who for a long flight Robin, are not wiſe. 
| LUCY. 
Who prize him more than. Abin, have no eyes. 
NANCY. 
Robin ** not to give me ſmart. 

LUCY. 
Abin more gladly heals than wounds my heart. 
Ha! Shock creeps through the hedge! kind faithful cui! 
Haſt ſmelt me out? thy maſter is not far. 


13 . Com'ſt 
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Com'ſt thou afore, the ſhepherd's peace to ſue? 

O! may he ſtill like thee prove fond and true! 
Poor Shock ! thou ſeem'ſt my hurt to underſtand; _ 

Ho doſt chou whine, and fawn, and Bek =y hand! 


| NANCY. 
His maſter's lips will far more healing prove. 
| __ Farewell. In ___ of me, behold ! my love! 


| L U c Y. pf 
"Lee Abin t too ! with Motty on his back 
Farewell! nor lamb, nor lover, now I lack . 


I be flattering mirror mends the faulty face. 
VUnblemiſh'd Beauty, in the liquid glaſs 

Of ſome clear rivulet, its genuine charms 
Delights to view reflected. Love, who arms 

The conquering eye, with render cares diſports, 

And reigns alike in cottages and courts; 

Whether with Lucy's looks he ſwains degeibes, 

Or triumphs in bright Hertford's “ graceful ſmiles. 


Ye ſhining Fair! ſweet ſubjects of my ſong! 
The ſhepherd's ditties are ſincere, though long. 
Forgive 'th* excels : {pare whom your eyes enſlave: 
Abin a{k'd pardon, and his nymph forgave. 
May your ſoft breaſts no harſher trials prove 1 
Such little jealouſies enliven love. 


* Frances, counteſs of Algernon Seymour carl of Hert- 
ford, and mother to the late excellent chef of N orthum- 
| ber! lan d. N. 5 


FANNY, 


t J. 


FANNY, OR THE RURAL RIVALS. 
PASTORAL XII. IN FOUR ECLOGUES. 1719. 
. COURTIN OF THE MOUNTAINS, 

AND YEOMAN OF THE DALE. 
PELOVD of Pheebus ! Britiſh Muſe, deſcend ! 
Again the labours of the ſwain attend. 
Fair without paint, and graceful without pride I 
Awhile midſt rural ſongſters deign t' abide ! 
It homely cottages unworthy are, 

The wealth-abounding farms deſerve thy care. 

All ruftics are not clowns ; nor mean 's the lay, 
When tuneful lads on flutes ſoft warbling play. 

Sometimes loud hautboys country hands adorn. 
But ſtop ! ah, Neatherd ! ſtop thy noiſy horn! 
'T will from their brouze the timorous lambkins fray,. 
And ſhepherds rue when wanton younglings ſtray ! 
Crown of all earthly bliſs ! life's dearelt prize! 

Joy of my ſoul, and pleaſure of my eyes! 

This verſe be thine ! thy Courtin's flame approve © 

Though all admire, ſure none like him can „ 


Muſe, a note higher wind the tender ſtring; 
Love and Francelia liſten while we ſing. 


A mountain youth, the darling of the plain, 
Fair Fanny greatly lov'd ; nor lov'd in vain. 
Joyous adown the hills to her he hies, 


And, ſpeaking thus, the tedious ſpace which lies 
Betwixt d their qwellings, meaſures with his exes. 
14 COU R- 
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| | | COURTI N. 
Farewell, ye lofty mounds, a while farewell! 
Welcome the ſpreading lawn, and chequer'd dale. 
How have I lagg'd! the Sun's already low DE 
On his weſt road. O Sun! why ſpeed'ſt thou ſo? 9 
Art thou in haſte to meet a Fanny too? | | 
A ſpringing gale ſwells through the ruſtling leaves; 3 
Juſt ſo with riſing hopes my boſom heaves, 
As gladſome II to yon fair farm draw near: 
O Love, O Fanny! grant me welcome there. 
Ere the grey dawn, with ſtreaks of infant light, 
Firſt faintly glimmers through retiring night; 
Ere twinkling ſtars, loſt in the morning ray, 
Call- in their beams, and hide themſelves in day; 
My pipe ſhall warble through the filent grove, 
may Pipe ſhall found of Fanny and of Love. 25 
 _ YEOMAN. 
Swain, <li ſo faſt ? reſt here and breathe, take heed : 
Who hurries, often makes more haſte than ſpeed. 
As with long ſtrides thou hitherwards didſt move, 
I heard thee ſpeak of Fanny and of Love. 
| Bay, by what chance her name firſt reach'd thine ear? 
How learned'ſt thou ſo readily to ſteer 
Towards her awelling | 5 


COURTIN. 

: L.iſten, and I'll tell. 

But why doſt waxen pale? art thou not well 5 
YEOMAN. 

I ſhould be better wert thou far way. 

But fay, how was it? 
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_COURTIN. 
Once upon a day, 
wv hen all our mountains held a ſolemn on 
And every nymph in gay attire was dreſt 
To Carla's honour ; Carla! who by blood 
And worth excels the fair, the great, the good! * 
Fanny, by fage Eliza led, then came 
To view our ſports, and bleſs the princely dame. 
Mlodeſt her garb, more modeſt was her mien: 
But looks fo lovely ſure were never ſeen. 
Twas my good hap to ſpy her firſt, I gaz'd, 
And gazing lik'd; and liking meetly prais'd. 
I bluſh'd, I figh'd, and ſaid I knew not what, 
For all the while my heart went pit-a-pat. 
To a convenient feat, from out the crowd, 
I led them up, and all our paſtimes ſhew's. 
Then ran and cull'd the choiceſt of my hoard, 
Fraught with ſuch dainties as the hills afford; 
Too mean a treat for ſuch a lovely gueſt, 
Had not an hearty welcome crown'd the feaſt. 
The maiden, ſweetly ſmiling, overpaid 
My tender care. But now the ſky look'd red : 
The ſun, deſcending, warn'd them to be gone: 
By eaſy winding paths 1 brought them down ; 
And, about twilight, ſaw them ſafe at home. 
YEOMAN. 
Tha office boy, would þetter me become. 
| * 2 V R 7 1 N. 
Why ſo? — 
| 5 YEOMAN. 
I love her — 
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COURTI N. 
That breeds no aged, 


| 80 all mu do, Window her, and have eyes. 
Love if thou wilt, fo ſhe thy love refrain. 


YEOMAN. 


Bur I have hopes I ſhall not ſue in vain. 


Nor art, nor pains, I ſpare : betimes this morn. 
: With flowers and leaves I did her porch adorn, 


COURTIN, 


| | The | 83 will ficken ſoon, che leaves decay: 
So may thy ill- form'd wiſhes fade away! 


As fair as laſting is what I defign. 


The ſtones this ſcrip contains; ſome from the mine, 
Some from the brook, were cull'd : no art may vie 


With theſe, for ſpots, and ſtreaks, and curious dye. 


In knots on Fanny's threſhold theſe ſhall ſhine, 


And dom, in cyphers fair, her name and mine. 
NB OMAN. 
Her name ! rude lad! they Il well become thy own 2 


1 Such common n pebbles ſhould be trodden on. 


COURTIN., 


Nor common are they, nor to be deſpi pis * 


They want but working to be highly priz d. 

This glittering piece, more clear than faireſt glaſs, 

Within a mally flint im on'd was. 

Knew I the art to poliſh and to ſquare, 

A gem ſo bright might grace a lady s ear. 
YEOMAN, 

To ſuch bequeath it. They in ſhew delight. 

But I have what will ſooth the appetite. 


See 


"2 
5 - 
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See what my orchards yield ! ſuch tempting fruit 
Better than gaudy ſtones will Fanny ſuit. 
COURTIN. 
Thy plumbs are fair indeed, but void of taſte; 
And thoſe large thick-ſhell cobs the teeth will guaſt / 
This pear is hard; that apricot 's all ſtone; 
And thoſe green grapes require a warmer fun. 5 
Lo ! here are cluſters, ſuch our hills afford; 
Theſe cheſnuts too are worthy Fanny's hoard 
A crimſon dye this philbert's cornel ſtains: 
Crack one, twill coſt thee very little pains. 
This peach ears better than it looks; but taſte, 
And ſpare me words : 'twill ſpeak its own n praiſe beſts 
| YEOMAN, 
The fight ſufficeth. For thyſelf preſerve 
Such ſhrivel'd traſh ; nor, to feaſt others, ſtarve.. 
Thou want'ſt a dinner rather than a bride! 
O! how our laſſes will thoſe ſhapes deride ! 
Should ſuch a ſkinny thing as thee pretend — 
Fanny has eyes — I'll not myſelf commend ! 
COURTIN. 8 
And hath thy maſs of fleſh ſuch tempting charms N. 
Suits it a nice and tender virgin's arms? 
Should Fanny thee for bulk and paunch prefer, 
The lordly ſtag ſhall truckle to the ſteer. 
Not loaded with myſelf, the hills I climb 
With caſe, while you to mount a bank take time. 
* BON ANN. 
How glary, ſee, yon empty clouds appear! 
How fleet they poſt along th unburthen'd air! 
2 While 
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While yon more duſky, big with fruitful ſhowers, 
Heaves ſlowly on, and in the welkin lowrs. 14 5 8 
| COURT IN. 
That branching ſycamore its barren ſhade 
Way boaſt; for ſhew and ſhelter only made. 
This goodly codlin ſpreads not ſo her boughs, 
Yet, in return, more fruit than leaves ſhe ſhews. 
But while in idle chat the time we waſte, 
See! day ebbs out, and Love demands more haſte. 
Enjoy thy bulk, if bulk ſo pleaſing bez 
While thus 1 lightſome ſpring from ſtrife and thee. 
Farewell! to Fanny lies my gladſome way | 
It there you tend, * after as you . 1 


ECLOGUE NV. 


YEOMAN AND COURTIN. 


nr. 

: WOULD I could ſay well met ! for ſure the blood, 
Which bloats thy wrathful viſage, bodes no good. 
Why o'er the paſlage - plank doſt threatening ſtride ? 

And why that hanger dangling by thy tide 5 | 
. YEOMAN, 
Nor Why, 1 nor Wherefore me but turn again! 
So may'ſt thou ſtill in a whole kin remain. 
Thy fleetneſs here will yield thee little aid. 
Who paſs this brook without my leave, muſt wade. | 
co uri. : 
ES need. not wade ; the water I can ip: A 
Propt on my ſtaff, I'm over at a leap. 


LE 0- 
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| YT E OMAN. 
Beſhrew my nimble heels! made light by fear, 
You had not *ſcap'd ſo ſound remaining here. 
_ _COURTIN. 
Since ſo vou menace, lo me back again! 
Who act no ill, all fear of ill diſdain. 
But prv'thee ſav, from whence this churliſh ſpite ? 
Thee have I wrong'd ? ſpeak, and III freely right. 
The ſun vet high, a fitting time doth yield 
To hear thy plaint : fair Fanny 's ſtill afield. 
It the dear maid melts at my tender moan, 
What is 't to thee ? is not her heart her own? 
YEOMAN, 
O that it were! or might I call it mine ! 
A prize too precious to be ever thine. VE” 
Though no ſuch dangling curls my ſhoulders grace, | 
I boaſt a manly, though a rugged face. 
Thy girliſh looks beſpeak a finnic elf: 
What maid would cliuſe a mate ſo like herſelf > 
The ſturdy oak the ſlender ivy weds. 
| COURTIN. 
Bur pinks and panſies bloom on the ſame beds. 
Likeneſs is ſeldom found a toe in love. 
** as you: will, ſo Fanny but approve. 
"YEOMAN, : 
Thou man of words! thould thy addreſs avail, 
Triumph ye hilly deſarts o'er the dale | 
"CSV TEM: 
Thoſe riſing cliffs which crown our lofty ſtrand, 
Though bare they ſeem, enrich this lower land. 


Fruitful 
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Fruitful in ſtreams their bounteous waters flow; 


And what increaſe they want, themſelves beſte. | 
YEOMAN. 


From thenes they flow, indeed, and gladly come ; 


To viſit gardens, they forſake a tomb. 

Thus diſtant hear the ſhallow torrents roar, 
Headlong they hurry from the dreary ſhore. 
To us arriv'd, with deep and gentle tide, 
Enrich'd with filvery fiſh, they ſilent glide 


Loth to depart, o'er the fair vales they ſtray, 
And with a thouſand turns their courſe delay. 

If, urg'd by ſome deſcent, they faſter flow, 
O! how they murmur to be haſtedſo! _ 


COURTIN. 
Ar its firſt ſource we draw the cryſtal wave 3 
And. .in the pure unſully'd currents lave. 
Groven ſtale with us, we fend them down to you, | 
Where lazily in muddy ſtreams they flow. 


Nor are our hills fo deſart as they ſeem; __ 
By ſome ſteep craggs of all the reſt you deem. 
Our riches, though from you they hidden lie, 


With the produce of theſe fat fields may vie. 
But what have you to boaſt to us unknown? | 
When from our high-rats'd dwellings we look down, 4 
An uncheck'd glance runs o'er. this nether coaſt 


_ Till in the falling {ky the fight is Joſt ; 


Whilſt all around a fair variety 
Towns, rivers, woods, and meadows, chear the eye, 
The different labours of the year are yours: 

You till th land, but its poſſeiſion s outs. 


YE0-. 
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| YEOMAN. 
Tis yours, ind, in wiſh, T hold that true, 
For your defires are boundleſs, Uke your view; 
From thoſe bleak heights our tempting vales are len. 
You look, and envy ; thence ye wex ſo lean : 
Nor only envy ; ſometimes down ye come, 
And, laden with our pilfer'd ſpoils, flink home. 
Our ſheaves and younglings vield an eaſy prey : 
Jou cannot bear qur lawns and woods away, 
{ To no ſuch endleſs proſpects we pretend: g 
| Scarce to my neighbour's grounds my views extends 
Yet that ſhort ken yields joys to you unknown; 
Fair is the view where all we ſce 's our own! _ | 
Mine are thoſe furrow'd fields; theſe ſunlefs groves; * 
My ſheep on yonders common feed in droves, 
My oxen in that weſtern mead grow fat; 
And there look well! it will bear Jooking at: 
Within thoſe tufted trees my dwelling is; 
On that fide orchards, a large lake on this. { 
Thoſe barns, .cocks, ricks, and mows, are all my own, 
w hich to the ſight ſeem hence a little town. 
| COURTIN. 
A 3 view they yield, and glad the eye 3 
But miry is the way, the marſh too nig: 
Thick is the air you breathe, and groſs your foodz 
Our kine are leſs, but they have better blood. ; 
Sweeter our milk, and nobler is our geer, 
Our ſtreams are purer, and our ſkies more clear. 
But, mercy ! lo! how yonder flames aſpire! _ 
What Tacklels chance hach ſet thoſe ricks on fire? 
| | * * 92 
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| YEOMAN. 
III fare thy way ! my burning barns, alas ! 


* home their owner] ſo you now may paſs, 
— COURTIN, | 
2 Nor ſo; toad Love yields to my neighbour” s need. 
My lighter feet may ſtand thee now in ſtead. 
Ere you arrive, the prey ing flames brought low 
Shall witneſs, how much to my ſpeed you owe. 
EK O LO G UEK I. 
Si TY LS. 
SCORN'D by my Love! oblig'd by him I hate! ! 
| O, Yeoman, thine is an untoward fate! 
In vain fair fields and fruitful flocks I boaſt, 
This Mountaineer hath all mv wiſhes croſt ! 
Ah! woe the day fond Fanny climb'd the hills! 
Then Courtin lov'd, and hence poor Yeoman's ills ! 
Too curious girl! what tempted thee to roam? 
Haſt thou not all things thou canſt wiſh at home? 
But maids will gad; a ſerious truth I tell; 
Strange places, and ſtrange faces, pleaſe too well. 
Lo ! where this new, this lucky Lover comes ! 
Why ſhake thy coward limbs? what is 't benumbs. 
My frozen heart? far otherwiſe I ſce, 7 
Courtin, too happy youth! it fares with thee ! 
Joyous you bound along with viſage gay. 
Well leap'd, in faith! lo! how the winding way 
He ſhuns, and over edge and ditch cuts ſhort! 
A treſpaſs this, and II indite him for t. 
4% V\ hat, robber, hoa why break'ſt through my grounds} 
525 If all be common, vain are dykes and mounds.” _ 
| 0 OD RT IX. 
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COURTIN. 
Nothing of thine, proud man, I need or ſeck. 
If from the path I through the buſhes break, 
Tis but to ſhun ſuch f piteful churls as ſcorn 
And evil fall, for good receiv'd, return. 
 QPEROMAM. - 
T gueſs thy chic e, and own the timely aid 
By me unaſk'd. Now thou thyſelf haſt paid 
Upon my ruin'd fence : this I forgive; 
But ware the next, if free from law you d live. 
Vaunt'ſt thou thy help? True, you thoſe fires ſupprefi, 
But raiſe, alas! far fiercer in my breaſt! 
Hence that juſt wrath which wildly vou reprove; 
Sharp are the pangs of ill-requited Love! 
Look round: whate'er thou ſee'ſt is mine; and might. 
Ze Fanny's, knew ſhe how to- chooſe aright. 

"Tis a thin fare on Love, alone, to live: 
Nlidſt naked mountains, maidens needs muſt thrive. 
Be free, and ſay what lands, what meads, haſt thou. F 
To fatten cattle, or employ the:plow. 
Thy homeſtead to the beſt advantage paint ; 
Nor ſparing be of words: no words vou wart. 


COC RTIX. 
It ſuits us ill to brag of what 's our own ; 
"Thoſe mounts leſs eaſy are deſcrib'd than mewy. 
Deign on the morrow to become my guett,. 
And 1 '!] at once thy ſight and palate feaſt. 


5 1 NO MAN. 

| Fang 1 me nag. and I can foot it ill, 
Lis wretched joutneg ing up a tony hill. 
V . V . * 
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pars me that pain, and rather feaſt my ear. 
COURTIN., . 
Then blame thyſelf if tedious I appear. 
Stretch to yond' blewiſh ſouthern point thy fight 
(But thoſe ſwoln eyeballs drink up too much light 


To dart a ken ſo far; their ſtinted power 


Reach a few dirty acres, and no more). 
There the hills open, and, by due degrees, 
Sink to a valley bounded by the ſeas. 
Io the ſouth-weſt it tends ; the north and caſt 
High mounds ſecure from every piercing blaſt. 
Whilſt ſtormy winter clads the cliffs in ſnow ' 
Serene and calm, 'tis ſummer all below. 
Clear ſtreams divide the ſtraight but fertile plain; "= 
Viſit each hut, then haſten to che main. 
Fiir rows of cheſnuts caſt a pleaſing ſhade, 
And the high graſs ſhoots up a broader blade. 
There countleſs herds of comely kine we keep: 
A ſhorter turf our aſſes and our ſheep | 
Delight; they browze the higher ground. Above, 
And near the clouds, the goats at random rove. 
Each flat a different owner hath ; #he ſteep 
For various uſes we in common keep. 
Nigh are our dwellings, and we well agree 
Some neighbours I o'erlook, and others me. 
North of that vale, towards this inland ſide, 
Within the creek where firſt the hills divide, 
My lodge ſtands fair (would you could ſee the place * 
Neat, and with all things ſtor'd, in little ſpace. — 
Cool in the ſummer, yet in winter warm, 
'Tis both a houſe of pleaſure and a farm. Rs 
þ > ON DE Ty Wer ns JI 1 
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In front, of aſh and elm a riſing row, —_ 
For preſent ſhade and future timber, grow. 
Behind, with eaſy flopes, my gardens riſe 
And flouriſh fair 'midſt ever-ſmiling ſkies. 
Spacious at firſt they ftraighten as they run, 
And in a circle take-in all the ſun. 
No rock is ſeen, ſave what in ſteps is made, 
Which from one rifing to another lead. 
The winding walks are rob'd in turfy pride ; 
And not a palm of ſoil is loſt beſide. 
Here marble ſeats are arch'd by woodbine bowers ; 
| There thrive the plants and roots and herbs and flowers. 
The vine, the fig, the neCtarine, and the peach, 
Againſt the walls their loaded branches ſtretch 
Full to the ſun; ſecur'd from blights around, 
No meaner fruit-trees cumber up the ground, _ 
The nut, the plumb, the apple, and the pear, 2 
Without the fence are ſcatter'd here and there, ; 
And yet your orchards boaſt no fruit ſo fair. 
High on the mount breaks out a conſtant rill; 
At its firſt riſe it turns a little mill; 
And, as from ſteep to ſteep it downwards hies, 
Much work performs, and many bands ſupplies. 
To me arriv'd, its waves a ciſtern feed, 
Which waters all my gardens as they 've need. 
My houſehold: wants it ſerves a little lower, 
And ſettles in a pool before my door; 
Thence, down a ſteep, itſelf it headlong throws, 
And to my under neighbours kindly flows; 
Sill uſeful, ill increaſing as it goes. | | 

3 A 
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| Small time it needs to traverſe o'er thy ande! 

Much rock thou own'ſt, in very ſcanty bounds.., 

Talk'ſt thou of calms and ever-{m iling ſkies; 

On craggs, where ſnow ſecure in harveſt hows.” 


And braves the ſun ? Here gentle rain diſtils; 4 Y 
But when a ſudden ſtorm the brook o'erfills 


And floods the mead, whence comes it? from the hills. 
Along yon ridge. 've ſeen the tempeſt ſcoul, 

And, at this diſtance, heard the thunder growl. _ 
The mountains. ſmoak, and nimble Iightnings play, 

| When bare tis often but a | cloudy day. 


| uns 1 1 u. 

: The various ſcaſons of the changing year 

Too both are common, but moſt hurtful here. 

When ſouthern winds drive on a ſummer ſhower, 

And guſhing clouds a haſty deluge pour, 

The waters, waſh our mountains and away, 

While here they ravage with aJonger ſtay. 2 
When tempeſts gather upwards, we retreat; | 

The thunder harmleſs rolls beneath our feet. 3 
While o'er your heads the glaring lightnings threat | 

Thoſe ſhining points which ſeem with Heaven to vic: 

No ſtorms diſturb, no clouds climb up ſo high. 
There firſt.came tidings of approacliing day ; 

The ſun there leaves his farewell evening ray. 


YEBOM AN. - 
Thoſe rays are loſt on an tograteful ſtrand ! 


"Twere better you 'ad leſs Canſhine, and more land. 


COVURTIS, 
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| Through i ignorance or envy, we def piſe 
Thoſe bleſſings, which we each enjoying prize. 
Here flowery fields and woods and lawns delights 
There grots and pleaſing proſpects chear the hght, 

Your riches here your herds. and flocks confeis ; 

And there our quarries and our mines no o leſs. 

N YEOMAN. 
Keep to your ſhining cliffs, your mines, and furs; 
Be corn and wool, and the fat valley, ours. 

T envy not what's thine. But why doft roam? 

Thy As. ſcems to pleaſe thee ; Leep at home. 
COURTIN., 

Home ill is home ; but yet 'tis good to range 

Abroad ſometimes; tliere 's pleaſure in the change, 

Pleaſure and profit both; our boundleſs view 

| Breeds a dne ot boundlefs knowledge too 

r OMAN. 

| Breeds a Jefire of other's goods, ſay I! 

| "COSURTIN:- 

No more! at length thy ſhallow craft If py. 
Through thee, but ſhort muſt he this evening's lay. 
Dark is the moonleſs night, and long the way. 

Long is the way when I from Fanny part! 

To her J trip it with a merry heart. , 
Farewell! nor glout with ſullen diſcontent; 
Tis mean to mourn at what we can't prevent. 


Kg: -: E-C.LOQGU:- 
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= CL 0.6.0.6 1. 


COURTIN. 


COVURTIN. YEOMAN. VICAR. 


WHAT) ! art thou arm'd again my courſe to ſtay? 


5 Upon thy peril ſtop the King's highway. 

| OMAN. 

Miſtake me not! my purpoſe means no ill. 

Hear me, and own I bear thee right good-will 

> COURTIN. 
Avaunt ! the path due ſpace for both affords ; 5 


5 BE now no time to fling away on words. 


YEOMAN. 
: At leaſt vouchſafe one flecting minute's ſtay; 
When I have ſpoken, go in peace thy way. 

T.ight's car hath yet a ſpace of ſky to rung 
Twill coft old Time an hour ere day be done. 


Not prone to malice, I could ſoon commend; 


And of a rival feign would form a friend. 

An honeſt, though a ſmiling, look you bear ; 

Smooth is thy ſpeech, and yet it ſeems ſincere, 

Tell to ſome highland laſs thy tempting tale, 

And leave to us the damſcls of the dale, 
CO UR TIN. 


Though ſmall my worth, thy praiſe awakes my pride. 


O Lors! from Fanny all my failings hide! 
Yeoman, thy friendſhip I would gladly gain; ; 
Such landed lovers ſeldom ſue in vain. 


Shift thy affections to ſome other part; 


And, next to faireſt Fanny, rule my heart. 
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0! wrong not that eſteem you elſe might ſhare, 

You're not the ſame whene'er you mention her! 
Youth, Beauty, Virtue, are a worthy dower: 

| Yet you high-dwellers feek for ſomething more. 


To wealth alone your craving wiſhes tend 


Look out a fitter mate, and reſt my friend. | 
Three clean- limb'd milky foals yon ſpacious mead 
_ Now graze at large; a choice and ſtately breed, 

A pair for Fanny's ſervice I deſign : 

Proud of her weight they Il prance. The third be thine. 

Chuſe but the faireſt of my herd and flock, 5 
To mend the breed which thy ſmall paſtures Nock, 
Freely the faireſt I'll beſtow. Nay, more, | 
My barns ſhall furniſh a whole winter's ſtore. 

| Ceaſe thy purſuit alone; as generous be, 

And life, with Love and Fanny, leave to me. 
COURTIN, 
bi tes without Love, were vaia ! of her deptiv'd, 
How ſhould I love? the loſt, enough I've liv'd. 
Alas! I ſeek not an increaſe of ſtore; $8 
Save her, I've all I want ; what need I more * 
Is merit worth fo little of our care ? 

_ Hath wealth ſuch charms ? Be rich! think not of her: 
Our workmen the hill's bowels ſhall refine 

Vor thee; on ſplendid metal thou ſhalt dine; 
Where feaſting, thou thyſelf, improv'd, ſhalt ken, 
Whilſt thy large capons ſeem as large again. 

A cakk of ſprightly juice thy heart ſhall chear, 
And thoughts of Fanny drown; think not of lier. 


* 
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Stripp'd of their pride, our wildlings too ſhall dies, 
With coſtly furs thy garments to ſupply. 


Nay, do not ſcoff.; array'd in ſuch attire, 
When winter pinches, thou ſhalt ſcorn a fire. 
Such gifts might ſuit a prince; yet mean they are, 


It ſuch to blooming Fanny we compare. 
O! Fanny, Fanny! heart-dclighting maid ! 


Vouchſafe ſuch ſmiles as laſt my cares repaid. 


Then thy dear name ſhall through our hills reſound, 
And Love and Fanny echo all around. 

„„ 7 F Y Hoes | 
Thou firſt: my blood! Enough, pre ſumptuous ſwaln 


Dare thy rude lips thus oft ker name profane ? 


This goodly blaic thy folly ſhall chatulſe, 


Aud thy maim d hide :nfiruQ thee to grow wiſc. 
. 


Againſt that edge, indeed, no fleſh is proof: 


Bur this fair ſtatf ſhall ward its fury otf, 

All on the tip bchold a ſharpen' ſteel ! 

Bend, and ticmble leſt its point you. feel. 
| YEOMAN. 


| | How 1 deſpite thy flick and thee ' this blade 


Through bars of Knotty oak its \ wav hath made, 


_ Ev'n iron hinges, when the chace g grew warm, 
Unturg 'd, its hedge hath cleft, urg ga by this at, 


t 


Ny ſtaff's my paſtime and ſure WEAPON. too, . 


When we on high the nobler game purſue, 


Such as dare turn again: this pointed {pear 
Fierce beaſt hatii fell'd; hole looks would fright vou here. 


Again, when perch'd th' unwarv tow! I ſpy, 


From 
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From bough to bough, this, with unerring hand, 
J dart, and, at a diſtance, death command: 


YEOMAN. 
Yes, againſt ſquirrels I believe thee bold i 


But, from a.man take thi— _ n 
| vic 8 
„„ madmen, bold! 

Can rage and Al with Love agree? 

Who knows if either may accepted be 

By her vou covet ? 15 ſhe wiſe as fair, 

She 'U not be tempted by a bruiſe or ſcar: 

As, ſtudious, low beneath the beach's ſhade, . 

I. with a filent friend, my book, was laid, 
Unſeen, I liſten'd ro vour warm debate, 
And bleſt your Love, but muſt reprove your Hate, 

Beauty was meant t' enxindle ſoft deſire, 

And 'tis in vou a merit ſo t admire : 

Roth well deſerve, both may expect her grace; 

_ ſhe's a woman—fancy will take place; 

: her- decide, You, Yeoman, juſtly vaunt 

| \ tatr poffeſſion, free from everv want; 

\ goudly port and lordly mien you bear, 

And health and plenty on your cheeks appear, 

| Young Courtin too ſeems ſuited to his dreſs; 
Such open looks a manly mind confeſs _ 

Tt:ouzh flim his form, his limbs are mated well, 

And his brac'd nerves with active vigour ſwell. 

For what ve both enjov, yield thanks to Heaven 

And ufe it well; 'twas for that purpoſe given. 

et cach fiilt think His own condition beſt, 

Rut, Fanny comes! and ihe I adjudge the reſt. 


THE 
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THE FAREWELL. PASTORAL XIII. 1726. 
HARRY AND COURTLN. 


NCE more the * motley Muſe inſpires the ſwain; 
Once more the Doric with the Mantuan ſiren. 


1 boldly blends ; twelve pleaſing labours paſt, 


She quits the flowery lawns : be this her laſt, 
. 
To fold my flock ! and (till yon fins ſun 


Unclimbing thoſe far eaſtern hills return) 

Stretch on this fallow field, and ſoil it well. 

From evil tongues and every wicked ſpell, 
Secur'd by theſe croſt holly-twigs, which round 
The pens I ſtick, firſt ſmiting thrice the ground. 


Now home, my faithful cur ! by this thy dame 


Prepares the ſmoaking platter. Sure I am 


Thou ſhalt not miſs a belly-full to- night, 


For this day's care, though my own meal fit light. 


Yon gameſome ridgling, but for thee, had ſtray d 
The ſheep, while {weetly I afleep was laid. 


O! for ſome merry mate, with cheary talk, 
To rid the tedious common as we walk 
Good luck betides me: lo! a blitheſome ſwain, 


As man might wiſh, makes hitherwards amain, 


oF happy evening, Courtin ! meeting one 
| Of voice ſo ſwect, what churl would gad alone? 


COURTIN. 
Thanks for thy courteous greeting, friendly Jad, 


* Alluding to Paſtoral V. not in this collection, 
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And yet, af: labs; I read thee ſomewhat ſad i 

_ Elſe why 's thy pipe ſo ſilent now-a days? 

Why charm no more thy well-turn'd roundelays * 


| COURTIN. | 
O! far from ſad, though ſerious I appear, 


5 The joys leaſt noiſy are the moſt ſincere. 


ARR I. Y 
Thou ſpeak” { my mind, though i in a ** ſtrain; 
And 'twere moſt thankleſs, lad, in thee, to plain. 
Thy thriving flock increaſeth every day: 
And thy fair cabin (raid, as one may ſay, 
Above thy fellows) widely views around; 
Shelter'd aneath a mighty oak (renown'd 
Through all the world) from ſun and wind and rain; 
And, more than all, thrice happy, lucky ſwain! 
With lovely Fanny bleſt! our hundred's grace! 
The ſweeteſt temper, with the faireſt face! 
How many {ought the modeſt maiden's heart! 
To crown thy love, how many wretches ſmart! _ 
_ Whilſt all, er'n thoſe who pine through amorous care, 
Shower bleſſings on the well-match'd loveſome Pair. 


n 
Hence thoſe calm joys which all my ſoul poſſeſs! 


| Toys which nor rhyme, nor muſic, can expreſs. 
For this the Giver of all good I praiſe ! 
Next, generous Herbert claims my grateful lays ; 
Through him Auguſtus “, glory of our iſle! 
Firſt on my poor endeavours deign'd to ſmile. 

| Auguſtus ! great and good each Muſe's theme! 
To Cæſar's virtues, heir, and diadem. 

| * George the Second, when Prince of Wales. N. 


Nor 
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Nor ſweet Francelia! faireſt of thy kind ! 
Is thy bright form e'er abſent from my mind! 
Thy ſoft endearments baniſh every care! 
Each bliſs is doubled which with thee I ſhare! J 
Life, without Love and Thee, inſipid were. 
Theſe would I iing ! but fear ſuch worth to wrong: 
Alas! their names tranſcend a vulgar long. 
HARRY. 
g Meſeems thy 0 peech grows mainly big of late! 
'Belike our words muſt riſe with our eſtate. 
Courtin, by what L deem, we ſoon may fear 
Io lofe the Shepherd in the Frecholder. 
Ye: ap, our wiſhes gain'd, and hearts at caſe, 
Nuit, therefore, ſullen ſilence only pleaſe ? 
When fully fed, our younglings ſportive play; 
And birds ſing twceteit on a. ſunny day. 
- i EOUTTLN: 
True : yet thoſe birds, whoſe very life is ſong, 
Struck dumb, like me, in ſilence liſten'd long, 
As lately, on our hills, his heavenly lyre 
Tyt're tun'd up, and was himſclf a choir. 
With niceſt art, of undecay ing ſtuft, 
His harp was form'd.; both Time and Weather-prock. 
With ten clear-ſounding filver firings 'twas ſtruog, 
Which ſtruck with kill, Lord! how the Mountains tung 
Glory of Shepherds! by thy deathleſs rhyme, 
Wie learn what heights the Rural Muſe may climb: 
Thee had I fooner known, much fruitleſs pains 
I might have ſpar'd, or torm'd by thine, my ſtrains “. 
A handſome compliment to the Paſtorals of Po, 
which probably prevented Dr. Exams trom publithing wits 
le modeſtiy ns lo much interior. N. 


HF FAREWELL 
Bur heedlefs 1 my howery prime miſ-ſpent ! 
With naive © melody; though rude, content. 
Now {41 manhood, ſuch my blameſeſs pride, 
Curiou> to know at length, without a guide, 
Relolv'd, I.boldly.ſcal d the arduous way, 

And heard, with rapzure heard.! the learned lay. 


Oh! Harry! wert.thou prefent whilft he charm'd? _ 


Once had the Mantuan Muſe thy boſom warm'd! 


Thou too, with me, would'ſt fling thy pipe way. 2 


| LE HARRY. 

I pray thee grant a ſample of his lay. 
COURTAN, 

Suck founds at ſecond-hand er ſweetneſs loſe. 


n AR RT. 
| Yea touch 2 note: thou wontſt not to refuſe. 


COUR TIN. 
To wrong his accents, e too bold a fin, 
Some faint ee air 1 * 
| | Begin, we 
c 0 R TIN. 


Few prize the bowls muſic of the plan. | 
Be hence my verte like Ida's towering brow, 
Flowing and clear as Tempe's currents too — 


HARRY. 
Hey-day! who ſure ſuch ſongſters waking dream | 


What Onian maids are theſe? what Tempin ſtream ? 


Full many a day I've us'd each mart and fair, 
Yet never heard ſuch names in all our ſhire. 
Are tuch the lays which ſo thy fancy fir'd? 

n underſtood, and thence, mehap, admif'd. 


* The introduction to Pope $ M-thah is here imitated. N. 
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| Rather, becauſe ill underſtood, _— 1 

So Midas Ten before Apollo priz'd. 


H AR R . 
pan me no Pans ! ſweet carrols chear my heart. 
Yet ſenſe, ſay I, ſhould ſhare with ſound a part. 
Though fickle thou as well thy voice as name, 
And home haſt chang'd, old Harry 's till the fame; 
| Had Robin gueſt, you'd learn this city ſkill, 
The lad had kept his well-knit hoſen ſtill. 
Though ſwelling numbers fill th” aſtounded ear, 
Few of our maidens would vouchſafe to hear, 
And ſongs were bootleſs then. Thoſe ſoothing ſtrains, 
Wherewith you whilome wont to charm the plains, 
Pleaſe ſhepherds moſt. That ditty of the clown _ 
Whom Dicky drubb'd, all in a dale adown *; 
Or that which ſtruck the ſparkiſh ſtranger mute , 
Wich his new-fangled airs, and finic flute: 
Liſtening to ſongs ſo ſweet, a lummer” s day 
Deſeem d too ſhort. 


<COUunt7 iN... 

Such an unpoliſh'd lay 
WIS once too, I confeſs, my whole delight ; 
So fond was I! ſo flow to judge aright ! 
Convinc'd, at length, I own ſuperior ſkill, 
And rather ſong reſign, than warble ill. 
*T were vain to hope another's mind to move 
With airs ourſelves too jultly dilapprove. 


„ Alluding to ſeveral Paftorals not in this collection. 


HARRY, 
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Once on a time (give heed to what I tell, 

'Twas long ago, yet I remember it well) 

A London Lady to the Vicar's came, 
Dight like a Queen; a flaunting flickering dame. 
In gilded cage this Madam with her brought 
A bird of price; far-ferch'd, and bravely taught, 
For ſure, unlearn'd, no creature ſo could fing ; 
Leſs ſhifting notes our bells in changes ring. 

Of its gay plumes, all as its miſtreſs, proud 

It ſeem'd : and like her too, though little loud. 

Vet, ſooth to ſay, its voice was ſweetly ſhrill, 

No flagelet could &er more detſly trill. 

"Twas i in thoſe days ere Nelly firſt grew kind, 

When I, to move the dainty damſel's mind, 

A 1 rear d; the choice of five fair young. 

Sure never linnet half ſo ſweetly ſung: 

Vet, when this Madam's gaudy bird came down, 
(Whoſe thrilling pipe was heard through all the town), 
My ſimple ſongſter, drooping, hung the wing, SY 
Grew ſullen, and would neither peck nor ſing. 
Howe'er, it ſeem'd to lend a wiſtful ear; 

And bragly ſtrove, at length, its ſong to rear 
To t'other's pitch; but ſtrove, alas! in vain; 
Too week his voice to mate ſo high a ſtrain. 
Whilſt, ſtriving thus, it marr'd its mellow throat, 
And loſt its own, nor learn'd the other's note. 

So fares it, lad, with thee, The truth I ſpeak, 
Nor, what's well meant, do thou in dudgeon take. 


„ Sunt & mihi Carmina. Me quoque dicunt 
_«Vatcm Takores; ; fed non ego credulus Illis.“ Vino, 
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oN A LADY SINGING. BY NIR. BURN ABW. 


[XJTHEN: charming Teraminta ſings, 
" - Each new air new paſſion brings: 
Now I-reſolve, and now I fear, 
Now I triumph, now deſpair ; 
Frolic now, now faint I grow, 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
Her face at laſt does all remove, 
And my whole breaſt conſents to love. 
.Her fece unites my various. grief, 
And I'm more flave by my relief. 
The panting Zephyrs round her play, 
And, trembling on her lips, would ſtay; 
Trembliag with divided ls, 
Now would liſten, now would kiſs; 
Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly, 
And in low plcating murmurs dic. 
Nor do I aſk that ſhe would give, 
By ſome new note, the power to live; 
1 would, expiring with the ſound, 
Die on the lips that gave tlie wound. 
* „ William Burnaby, whoſe father of the ſame name was 3 


gentleman j in London, became a commoner of Merton Col- 
lege, Oxford, in the beginning of 1691; was entered of The 
Middle-Te:nple in 1693; and had a principal hand in the 
tranſation of Petronius Arbiter,” which was publiſhed in 
1694, and inſcribed by him to the earl of Romney, See | 

| Wood's Athenæ, II. 929. Mr. Burnaby was alſo the | 
author of four comedies; 1.“ The Reformed Wife,” 1705 
2. *© The aa s Vitiing-Day,” 1501. 3. © The Modi. 1 
woes Ulband,” 1702. And 4. © Love betrayed,” 1703. N. 
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EPIGR AM, FROM PETRONIUS ARBITER, 
> Y. M R. BURNABY. 


T H INGS got with pain, and fi; IG rare, 


Indulge our fancies, and oblige the fair: 
We ſcorn the wealth our happy iſle brings forth, 
But love whatever is of foreign growth; 


Not that the fiſh which the poor Tyber breeds 
Do thoſe excel which chaſte Sabrina feeds. 


Not Tyrian Gods in nobler purple ſhine, 


Or ſhew a dye rich as, Auguſtus, thine ; 


Nor can the flocks which breathe th' Iberian. air 


With Eveſham's Vale for fleccy ſheep eee 


But theſe are cheaply got — 


Whit moving plains, and rough tempeſtuous 155. 


Make the e and far- fetch d follies Pleafe. 


ON SAINT STEPHEN'S DAY. 


BT DR WARMSTREYS*®, 


RESS'P in the ſcarlet garment of his blood, 
Which from his wounds in guſhing rivulets Row'd, 
1 Ivy Martyr, gracious Lord, preſumes to ſhine, | 
And ſhews a patience ſecond but to thine : 


Whilſt the bright flames, which in his boſom burn, 


The wounding pebbles into jewels turn; 
And the rough rocks, which at his head are thrown, 
Like diamonds flnne, and melt 1 into a crow n. 


* This poem is aſcr; bed by Jaceb to Pr. VV 1 3 of 
hom, ſee vol. 1II. 18 177. N. | | 
vo l. V. I. 8 "Suck 
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ON A LADY SINGING. BY MR. BURNABY'*. 


WI E N. charming Teraminta ſings, 
Each new air new paſſion brings: 


Now. I-reſolve, and now I fear, 
Now I triumph, now deſpair ; 
Frolic now, now faint I grow, 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
Her face at laſt does.all remove, 
And my whole breaſt conſents to love. 
Her face unites my various. grief, 
And I'm more flave by my relief. 
The panting Zephyrs round her play, 
And, trembling on her lips, would ſlay; 
Trembliag with divided his, 
Now would liſten, now would kiſs ; 
Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly, 
And in low pleaſing murmurs dic. 
Nor do I aſk that ſhe would give, 
By ſome new note, the power to live; 
I would, expiring with the ſound, 
Die on the lips that gave the wound. 


* * Willians Burnaby, whoſe father of the FEY name wass 
gentleman in London, became a commoner of Merton Col- 
lege, Oxford, in the beginning of-16gt ; was entered of The 
| Middle-Te:nple in 1693; and had a principal hand in the 
tranſlation of Petronius Arbiter,” which was publiſhes in 
1694, and inſcribed by him to the earl of Romney. See 
Woods Athenz, II. 929. Mr. Burnaby was atfo the 
author of four comed:es; 1. «© The Retormed Wife,“ 1700. 
2. © The Lad;'s Vifiting-Day,” 1701. 3.“ The Mod ill. 
„ Hulband,“ 1702. And 4. Love betyayell * 1963. N. 
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e eee 
EPIGRAM, FROM PETRONIUS ARBITER. 
B I MR. BURNABY. 
T' HINGS got with pain, and difficulties rare, 
Indulge our fancies, and oblige the fair : 
We ſcorn the wealth our happy ifle brings forth, 
But love whatever is of foreign growth; 
Not that the fiſh which the poor Tyber breeds 
Do thoſe excel which chaſte Sabrina feeds. 
Not Tyrian Gods in nobler purple ſhine, 
Or ſhew a dye rich as, Auguſtus, thine; | 
Nor can the flocks which breathe th' Iberian air 
With Eveſham's Vale for fleccy ſheep compare. 
But theſe are cheaply got — 


Wlülſt moving, plains, and rough tempeſtuous ſeas, 
Make the dear-bought and far-fetch'd follies pleafe, 


ON SAINT STEPHEN'S DAY. 
B T DR. WARMSTREY®*, 
RESS'D in the ſcarlet garment of his blood, 

Which from his wounds in guſhing rivulets flow 'd 
4 ly Martyr, gracious Lord, preſumes to ſhine, 
Ani ſhews a patience ſecond but to thine : 
Whilſt the bright flames, which in his boſom burn, 
The wounding pebbles into jewels turn; . 
And the rough rocks, which at his head are throw wy 
LI ke diamonds ſhine, and melt into a crown, | 


* This poem is aſcr; bed by Jaceb to Pr. Waldren; of 


whom, ſee vol. III. p „477. N. | | | 
vol. V. L Sock 
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Such wonders Saints effect before they die, 


And ſuch is the celeſtial alchemy. 

Thy grace, O deareſt Saviour, twas which made 
This blooming roſe tov durable to fade, 
Amid thoſe ſtorms his foes defign'd to raiſe. 

Againſt that mighty bulwark of thy praiſe, 
That fo the bloody honours of his fame To 
Might eternize the glory of his name. 

His enemies but vain tormentors-prov'd, 

For as they ſton'd him more, the more he lov d: 

His love, ſo fervent, made him always pray 
For their return into the rightful way; 

Still praving, till he lay'd himſelf to reſt 
Within the downy tranſports of thy breaſt. 

O grant we all may love, and learn of thee, 
The practice of ſuch charming conſtancy ! 


p AR APH R ASE ON PSA LM. XII. 
: B * MR. * A T E. | 


H A C D by the ae which thirſt * blood, 
And ſcorch'd beneath Heaven's fiery rays, 


Ihe gentle hind pants for the flood, 


Whoſe cooling ſtreams her grief might eaſe: 

| She liſtens for the fountain's fall, Os 
And, liſtening, thinks the murmuring fountains call 
TLrl.wll, rir'd with fruitleſs hope, and faint, 
3 She wounds the ſultry ſkies with juſt complaint. 


Such 


PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XLII. 147 
Such my deſires of thee, O God! 
Eternal ſource of joys divine! _ 

| Compell'd to quit the bleſt abode, 

Where the celeſtial glories ſhine : 

An exile thence, in deep deſpair 

I Tcry, „Will God, my God, no longer hear ? 

Muſt I before his altars bow? 
No more ! no more will he accept my vow!“ 


While down my cheeks ſalt rivers ran, 
My foes in cruel triumph cry'd, 

Where 's now thy God? vain, baniſh'd man! 
Thy rock, thy fortreſs, and thy pride?“ | 
When dewy ſhades to ſleep invite, 

My ever-wakeful eves out-weep the night; 
All food by day my ſoul forbears, 
But feeds on mournful thoughts, and drinks my tears. 


1 thought (it was a wounding thought !) 
How on high days I oft had come 

In royal pomp, and with me brought 

His ſervants to his ſacred dome. — 20 
But why, my ſoul, this ſtorm of woe ? 
"Though big the waves, and loud the tempelts blow, 
Be (till, my ſoul! and hope to ſee 
The ring beams of mercy dart on thee. 


ly God, my foul is ſore diſtreß, 

And wounded deep with anguiſh dire ; 
Il think on thee, to calm my breaſt, 

And make th' inſulting waves retire, 
e | Bevone 
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Beyond the ſtream of Jordan chac'd, 
Paſt mercies ſhall before my eyes be plac'd : 

Myr trembling feet o'er Hermon fly, 
But Zion, and her God, my foul I « 


AfiCtions, eager to engage, 
Summon their troops, and me ſurround z 
Thoſe from above deſcend with rage, 
Theſe from beneath as fiercely wound : : 
Linke cataracts thofe downward pour, 
Like waters burſtir g from th' abyſs theſe roar : 
Thy waves ave. ſtorms on me have driven, 
| O'erwhelm' d with all th* artillery of heaven. 


Bur yet th* Almighty will be kind, 
And gild with happy beams my hows ; 
The vight ſerene, as then my mind 
Shall be refreſh'd with ſongs of praiſe, 
To thee, my rock, my life, I'll pray; I 
For, whilſt thy ſaving power thou doſt delay, 4 
Ia bitterneſs of ſoul I mourn, — 
Beneath of pretiive Rage, and hoſtile Scorn. N 
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Sheatl''d in my breaft, the ſharpeſt ſword 
Can't like their vile reproaches pain: 
« Where 's He thy zeal fo long ador'd ? 
Deaf to thy cries, thy vows ate vain,” 
But why, my toul, this ſtorm of woe? 


Though big the wares, and loud the tempeſts blow, 
Be still, my ſoul, and hope to fee 


The riling beams of mercy dart on thee, 


3 8 8 
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1 * 4. E E P. 
AXONYMOUS; FROM FENTOX's COL! LECTION, 


8 0 FT charmer of « our cares, whoſe kind rele” 
Gires us each night a reſpite from our grief, 
Thou bring'ſt the poor man wealth, the tortur'd reſt, 
And mak'ſt the wrerched qual with the bieſt. 
By thee tar-diltant friends are brought to view, 
And loves, by abſence long impair'd, renew. 
_ Since baniſh'd trom my dear Lucinda's ſiglit, 
lire condemn'd to fee the hateful light, 
Pity my woes; and when thy next ſurprize 
Stops the impetuous torrents of my eres. 
lu her bright form, to eaſe my mind, appear, 
The nobleſt figute thou canſt chuſe to wear. 
Stamp {ceming marks of forrow on her face, 
Juſt not enough to wrong its native grace: 
Let the cold nh appear her only Ss 
Her arm the ſole ſupporter of her head : 
Ler a ſad ſhower from her fair eyes deſcend, 
_ While bghs for vent in her ſwol'n brealt contend : 
Then let her in a mournful accent fav, 
* To thee, Menalcas, I this tribute pay.“ 
But let no real griet diſturb her rett, 
While with the pleaſing viſion I am bleſt: 
And, leſt the joy ſhould be too quickly paſt, 
Renew the dream each night, or make this ſlecp my laſt. 
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ON QUEEN ANNE'S BIRTH-DAY. 


| WRITTEN AT BERN IN SWITZERLAND, 1706, 


| AND PRESENTED TO OUR ENVOY. 


ANONYMOUS; FROM FENTON COLLECTION, 


\ USPICIOUS day! ! to which we owe 
X All we could wiſh, or Fate beſtow: 
_ Whoſe dawning hiehr diſclos'd on earth 
The brighteſt bleſſing, greateſt birth, 
That Heaven to mortals e'er diſplay'd, 
Since Chaos into form was made. 

On thy appearance Fare deſign'd 

Ihe future freedom of mankind, 


_ _ When luſt of univerſal ſway 


Should force. whole nations to obey 
The will of one, whoſe boundleſs mind, 
To oaths and treaties unconfin'd, 
should prompt him to renounce his fame, 
To gain a great but impious name. 
Thy influence has this wonder wrought, 
Which Time has to perfection brought : 
For ſee a mighty Queen ariſe, 
Unſhaken, powerful, juſt, and wiſe, 
Pride of her ſex, her iſle's delight, 
The rule and patroneſs of right, 
The world's great balance and ſupport, 
And gaſping Liberty's reſort. | 
A Queen thus finiſh'd for a throne, 
Whom nations court, and wiſh their own; 


* 5 | A Duns 


ON QUEEN ANNE'S BIRTH- DAV. 15.1 
A Queen by birth and merit great, 

The care and inſtrument of Fate, 

No ſooner takes the purple robe, 
But ſtraight, to dignify her globe, 
Reſolves her Brother's ſteps to tread, 
And ev'n out- vie the mighty dead. 

'Tis done; the mighty William's name 

Was ne'er attended with ſuch fame. 

'Tis true, the well-laid ſcheme he wrought, _ 
Bent to the war his inmoſt thought ; 

But, ere he could in arms appear, 

Death ſtopp'd the hero's fierce career, 
Plung'd deep in grief the Britiſh iſle, 
And left to Anne the glorious toil. 

Anne takes th' occaſion mark'd by Fate 

; | She knew her cauſe was juſt and great); 
Confirms his meaſures void of fear, 
And gives a generous looſe to war: 
Her matchleſs triumphs on the main, 

And glotious conqueſt on the plain, 
To which th' Imperial Eagle owes 
His thunder wreſted from his focs, 
And Spain her liberty reſtor'd, 
Her commerce and her lawtul lord : 
Let more exalted ſpirits raiſe 
In ſolemn numbers lofty praiſe. 
 — For me, whole unperforming ſkill 
Is diſproportion'd to my will: | 
Wiſely at length I quit my lyre, | . 
To rough Helvetian climes retire, } 


And to more ſolid ſtrains 1 1 
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SONG, SET BY MR. DEAN. 
W 1 T and Besuty once contended 


Which ſhould reign in Celia's arms; kh 
Both an equal claim pretended 
To be fole monarch of her charms. 


Till at laſt they both agrecd 
To maintain alternate ſway ; 
One by night to bleſs her bed, 
And one to win her heart by day. 


$ ON 6G. 


F all the torments, all thi cares, 
With which our lives are curſb; 
Of all the plagues a lover bears, S 
Sure rivals are the worlt! 

By partners in each other kind, 
__ Afliftions eaber grow; 

In Love alone we hate to find 
Companions of our woe. 


Sylvia, for all the pangs you ſee, 
Are labouring in my breaſt; 
| beg not you would favour me, 
Would you but flight the reſt!“ 
How great ſoe'er your rigours are, 
With them alone I'll cope; 
| can endure my own deſpair, 
Bet not another's hope. 


SONG. 


EE * 3 
s O0 N G. 
« FAUP I'D! iaſtruct an amorous ſwain, 
Some war to tell the nymph his Pain, 
To common youths unknown: 
To talk of Gals, of flames, of darts, 


Et bleeding wounds, and Gy hearts, 
Are methods vulgrr grown.” 


& What need'ſt thou tell ? the God reply'd. 
That love the ſhepherd cannot hide 
The nvmph will quickly find: 
When Plicebus does his beams diſplay, 
To tell men gravely that "tis day, 
Is to ſuppoſe them blind.“ 


| s O N 6G. 
[ AS the ſnow in valiies lving, 


Phoebus his warn beams rn. 
Soon diſolves and runs away; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces, 
Of the moſt bewitchin g faces, 
At approaching ag decay. | 


As a tvract, when degraded, 
bs deſpis'd, and is upbraided 
By the flaves he once control'd; 
So the nymph, it one could move her, 
Is contemn'd be every lover, 
hen her charms are growing old, 


Nelan- 


m MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Melancholic looks, and whining, 
Grieving, quarrehng, and pining, 
Are th' effects your rigours move; 
Soft careſſes, amorous glances, 
Melting ſighs, tranſporting trances, 
Are the bleſs' d effects of lore. 


Fair-ones ! while your beauty 's blooming,. 
Oe your time, leſt, age reſuming 
What your youth profuſely lends, 
You are robb'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories 
To your unbelier? * friends. 


ON MR. ROW E's « FAIR PENITENT >" 


E E here the various ſcenes of human liv es ; 

= Uncommon huſbands true, but common wives; 

One, charming, faithlels, haughty when reprov'd, 

Lov'd by her huſband, her gallant ſhe lov'd; 

One, an indulgent, faithful, conſtant bride, 

Fond of her ſpouſe, neglefts the world beſide. . 

That huſband, though with friends and fortune bleſt, 

Finds a domeſtic ill that racks his breaſt ; | 

While this, though Fortune frown, though friends 8 

Finds one to lull his cares, and charm his heart. | 

Would women rather, from the throng retir'd, 

Be lov'd by one, than be by crowds admir'd : 

Would men, before their hearts were quite 5 d, 

Forget the faces, and iuſpect the mind: 

Fir acted at Lincoln's Inn Fields, 1% Nn. 
1 8 J 


ON THE FAIR INIT ENT. 3; 


Such objects, ſhould they fainter charms poſſeſs, _ 
Would pleaſe them longer, tho' they pleas'd them leſs. 
For Beauty's blaze, though fierce, is quickly paſt ; 
While Lov e, good * and Nene * laſt. 


A N A e f O N. ODE III.. 
ANONYMOUS; FROM DRYDEN'S MISCELLANIES. 


T dead of night, when ſtars appear, 
And ſtrong Bootes turns the Bear; 
When mortals ſleep their cares away, 
Fatigu'd with labours of the day ; 
Cupid was knocking at my Gate; 
© Who's there? ſaid 1: Who knocks ſo late, 
Diſturbs my dream, and breaks my reſt 2" 
O fear not me, a harmleſs gueſt, 
He ſaid ; but open, open, pray ! 
A fooliſh child, I loſt my way, 
And wander here this moonleſs night, 
All wet and cold, and wanting light.” 
With due regard his voice I heard, 
Then roſe, a ready lamp prepar'd, 
And faw a naked boy below, 
With wings, a quiver, and a bow. 
In haſte II ran, unlock'd my pate, 
Secure, and thouglitleſs of my fate; 
I gave the child an eafy chair 
Againſt the fire, and dried his hair; 
Brought friendly cups of chcarful wine, 
And warm'd his little hands with mine. 


® Sec another tranſlation of this Ode, by Hughes, Engliſn | 


Pocts, vol. XXII. p. 56. N. 


All 
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All this did I with kind intent: 
But he, on wanton miſchief bent, 
Said. Deareſt friend, this bow vou ſee; 
This pretty bow belongs to me: 
Obferve, I pray, if all be right, 
1 fear, the rain has ſpor] d it quite. 
He drew it then, and Qrait 1 found 
Within my breaſt a fecret wound. 
This done, the rogue no longer ſtaid, 
But leap'd away, and laughing ſaid: 
« Kind hoſt, adieu, we now muſt part; 
Safe is my bow, but ſick thy heart.“ 


. LE THE SPE ING 
TO THE-RETURNING:$U TN, 
V ELCOME, thou God of light and heat, 
Where haſt thou made thy long retreat? 
Thou tak'ſt delight in Indian climes to Ray, 5 
And fill the happy Eaſt 
Is V ith thy longeſt preſence bleſt; 
Or elfe perhaps in amorous play, 
Bencath tht immortal greens of Tempe's grove, 
\\ hile fecbler hands thy chariot drove, 
Haſt loiter d with {ome object of thy love: 
Or halt thou been in mines below, 
Where pearls and infant diamonds grow? 
(For they their birth to thy kind influence owe. * 
But iav, where-ever thou haſt been, 
Ia all thy walks through earth or ſkies, 
Are any wonders thou halt ſcen 
So daziing bright as fair Francelia's eyes? 
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Does Arabia's ſpicy coaſt 
Half fo rich an odour boaſt ? 
Or can Java's perfum'd air 
Wich her fragrant breath compare? 
But why ſhould I, to ſpeak of her, 

Confine thee to the ſpace of one revolving year? 
Thou thy glorious race haſt run, 

Exer fince the world begun; 

Thou ſaw'ſt when Venus from the billows roſe. 
'T was thou firſt kiſs'd her coral mouth, 
And bleſs'd her with eternal youth; ES 

Did the young Goddeſs then more charms diſcloſe ? * 
Had her mien ſo good a grace? 

Was ſuch ſweetneſs in her face? 
She muſt yield her rival place 
Her mighty rival can inſpire 
Higher joys and ftercer fire. 
Francelia “* can alone diſpenſe 
_ Every charm to every ſenſe; 
Muſic lives upon her tongue, 
She 's to our ears the Syrens ſong; 
And, when ſhe ſtrikes our raviſh'd light, 
One poliſh'd beam of thy own mid-day iight. 


Let other nymphs with art and pains 

Some poor unwary heart betray, 
Witte the, ditfus'd like thy own brightneſs, reigns, 
And rules mankind with univerſal [wav. 


* From the turn of the poetry, and the name of the Iicro- 
me, I am incl ace to think this Ode was by Dr. Evans. N. 


Conſenting 
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Conſenting nations in her praiſe agree, 
I join with them, but want her mercy more; 
For though alike we wonder and adore, 

Let none can love like me. 

Nature, uhen firſt ſhe took me from the womb, 
Thus ſmiling deſtin'd all my days to come; 

«« Sceptres, ſhe ſaid, I give to other hands, 
Thy wreaths of empire are Francelia's bands ; | 
My darling fon, and moſt diſtinguiſh'd care, 5 
For thee this double portion I prepare, 1 
Thou, glorious thou, Francelia's chains ſhalt wear ; 
And from this early moment to thy grave 
Be gromer far than kings, for chou rt Francelia' s dare. 


ON SEEING MR. DRYDEN'S PICTURE?, 
AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER'S, 
a DRAWN WITH THE BAYS IN HIS HAND. 
BY MR. BUCKEREDGE +, 1700. 
NV ſure 'tis he ! the living . more, 5 
And ſtrike our ſouls with wonder and with love! 


Has his ſoft lvre diſſolv'd Death's fatal chain, 
And given our Orpheus to the world again? 


Such 


A fine engraving from this picture was prefixed to 
« Luctus Britannici, or the Tears of the Brit:th Muſes, 
4 for the Death of John Dryden eſq; late Poet Lavreat to 
« their Majeſties K. Charles and K. James the ſecond. 
„Wetten by the moſt eminent hands in the two famous 

| « Univerſities, 
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Such is thy art, great Kneller, as relieves 

His mourning friends, and into joy decerves. 
They who beneath the heavieſt ſorrow bend, 

Who grieve not for the Poet, bur the Friend, 
When they behold this piece, their tears reſtrain, 


And doubt a while if they lament in vain. 


So thoſe whom Fate deſtroys, thy hand can ſave, 
And lengthen out a lite beyond the grave. 

Oh ! do thou place on Dryden's learned brow 
The ſacred Bavs; for none dare envy now. 
Thus He to future ages ſhall be ſhown, 
Immortal in Thy Works, as in His Own. 


© Univerſities, and by ſeveral others. 1700.” folio. — From 
| this portrait, the frontiſpiece to my" firſt volume was copied 
by Mr. Bafire. N. | 

+ Bainbrigg Buckeredge, bY a gentleman bred at Ox- 
ford, was defigned for the ſtudy of phyſic; but his genius 
leading him to painting, he early in life travelled into Hol- 
land and other countries, where. he made great progreſs in 
| that curious art, which was afterwards his principal amuſe- 

ment in rural retirement. In the reign of Queen Anne 
he had ſome employment under the Duke of Buckingham, 
with whom he was always a favourite, He was author of 
ſeveral little poems; wrote ſeveral of the lives in the“ Eng- 
* lith School of Painters,” annexed to Mr. Savage's tranſla- 
tion of « Du Pile's Hiſtory of Painting;” and tranſlated a 
novel from the Spanith of Cervantes, N. | 
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ON BUCKINGH AM-HOUSE, 
IN ST, JAMES. T3 PTA 
ed MR. BUCKEREDGE. 70 
« — Seu cond's amabile carmen, | 
- 0 Prima feres ederæ viftricis premia''—— Hon. 


AR in that glade, where the delighted ſight 
Beholds the cvening part with glimmering light, 

Where fragrant limes in pleaſing viſtas join, 

And different trees to make one thade combine; 
There now does Buckingham his palace found, 

Wich gilded ſpires and diſtant hills ſurround ; 
| The pile ſeems rais'd as from inchanted ground, 
High in its front Corinthian columns ſtand. 
| Crown'd with the glaries of their native land 
And ſtately Corridores, on every ſide, 

Expand their wings, and meet the coming tide, 
The filver Thames through ſecret caverns ſtrays, 
To him the tribute of his freams he Pays, | 

And prompts the watery Kind to liſten to his lays. 
So fond Alphcus, hid from human eyes, 
To ſeek the lov'd Sicanian foun ain flics. 

Harmonious birds ſhall all their notes employ, 

To entertain his intervals of jov. | 
While the plum'd race a numerous light prepare, 
.*To people the dominions of the air. | 5 

The fiery Barbs here, wandering, wiſh no more 
For Africk's wilds, nor its dry ſultry ſhore. 

Wirlin thele lawns ſecure, the timorous deer 
Borg: their nature, and o'ercome their fear. 


* Now call cd The 6 Queen! s Palace, N. 


Her 
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Her choĩceſt beauties here the earth diſplays, 


4 The lover's myrtle, and the victor's bays. 


| Fountains and flowers fill each delightful ſpace, 
While thoſe refreſh, and theſe perfume the place, 
| In gardens thus of old the Druids ſway'd, 
Their oracles as laws from groves obey'd. 
The myſteries of ſtate were handled me 
And to ſuperior powers men made their prayer. 
Villiers, with wit and humour alſo bleſt. 
Sublimely ſoaring, plac'd on high his reſt; 
At once a palace * and an eagle's neſt. 
Rais'd, where he might anticipate the day, 
And at his feet behold the roval ſtandard 7 play. 
This greater genius, more judicious | born, 
Does both a city and a court adorn. 
la humble plains when he his ſtation takes, 
He ſoon thoſe plains equal to Ida makes. 
The walls within great Titian's labours fills, 
And Rubens' draughts adorn, and Raphael's Kill. 
The bold Bourgonion ſhews in bloody field 
How all to Roman art and valour vicld ; 
Corregio does harſh Perugino grace, 
Br fam'd Van Dyk with wondrous charms a face, } 
And Julio rang'd with the Carratc1's race. 
The Grecian Venus of. a modeft mould, 
Pan and the Rural Gods theſe gardens hold. 
And wite Apollo who thefe works control d. 
Let Pallas on theſe battlements have place, 
And Jullice next; let Plenty Peace embrace. 
* Clivedon Houſe boxe Windror. B, 
+ Windfor-Caltle. E. e e 
r M 5 Here 
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ere royal ruins “, and thoſe heights we ſpy, 
Where Senates fit, and mighty Tudors he. 
Oh! ſay not when the Stuart's name ſhall ceaſe, 
1Lef England lole at once its Queen and Peace! 
Around where'er we caſt our raviſh'd eyes, 
Such glittering views and verdant proſpects riſe, 
Such {ylvran ſcenes and ſumptuous domes appear, 
Such gardens grace the earth, ſuch ſpires the air; 
That ſhe to Heaven who Samos once preferr'd, 
Tus to have choſe, ſucceſ>stully had err'd. 
nder this roof Parnaſſus' ſons ſhall meet, 
And crery Science all her Siſters greet, _ T3 
The lofty race whom numbers ſhall inſpire, _ 9 
With thole whole eaſier art can touch the lyre; „ 
And all in cor.cert join to make one mighty choir. 
_ Ev'n while 1 ſpeak of Sheffield's great deſert, 
1 feel ambition kindling in my heart, 
To fix a name of juſt renown like his 
A mark abore the reach of calumnies ; 
Ar which th' invidious world in vain ſhall aim, 
But hurt no more his ſafety, than his fame. 
Whole flowing fortune, with deep knowledge join Mc 
Fill, but not twell, his comprehenſive mind ; 
In which the Muſes“ various gifts appear, 
The mild and tuneful, with the moſt ſevere. | 
Taught by the Delian God how Nature ſprings, 
The flow of words and properties of things ; 
To prize what Virgil, or what Homer ſings +. 
* York Houſe, purchaſed from Wolſey by Henry VIII. in 
1530, and conſumed by fire in 1697. N. 
+ 15 his Grace's Eſſay on Poetry. B. n 
1 | Him- 
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Himſelf is what we in this fabrick find, 
Palladio with the firm Bramante join'd * 
Tue Muſes' friends from bondage he ſhall free, 
While he reſtrains Poetic Liberty, _ 
Bo his beſt rules and his example taught 
Gladly to loſe that freedom which they ſought. 
Such are his numbers, ſuch his lofty ſony, 
No tenſe ſo clear and juſt, no lines ſo ſtrong. 
Others in vain may inſpiration boaſt, 
Mhile he rewards and loves the Muſes moſt. 
The Tvrant's rage his counſels ſhall withſtand, 


And wreſt th' oppreſſive ſceptre from his hand, 


Divide thoſe crowns which would together grow, 
And guide his Sovereign's arm to give the glorious blow. 
_ While Juſtice reigns, and Right ſupports a cauſe, 
Fate mult? be hers, and make her dictates laws, 
To her th' Iberian Chief his vows ſhall bring. 
And ſtyle her Empreſs, while ſhe makes him King. 
What worthy hand for her can trophies raiſe? _ 
Who but himſelf can well refound her praiſe ? 
While ſhe her mind employs in nobler things, 
And feels more ſolid joys than empire brings. 

Fain would my tceble Mute, with daring wing, 
His dawning glories and ſucceſſes ſing. 
Tell the fair progreſs of his early days, 
In which he wore the Gatter, and the Bavs ; 
Much did great Charles's love his mind inflame, 
Much Albion + mov'd him, and the voice of fame, 


* Two ArchiteQs ; one chiefly conſulted Ornaments the 
other Strength, in Building. B. 


ty commanded a great ſhip * the duke of York. B. 
: 8 | M 2 When 


164 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
When Britain's King no greater Monarch ſaw, 
And with his navy kept the world in awe. 
He may with boldneſs to great works proceed, 
Without that aid which weaker judgements need. 
In his deſigns, through every plan and page, 
He ſhames the laſt, to teach the coming age. 
Greece till her Pericles Olympius calls, 
For fabricks rais'd to grace Minerva's walls : 
Anne's happier influence ſhall protect this bower, 
Within the circle of her guardian power. 
e his the care with gentle hand to guide 
Twixt abject fears and arbitrary pride; 
Such was Mzxcenas when Avgultus reign'd, 
Such labours watchful Richelieu once ſuſtain'd ; 
Both did Politeneſs, both did Power advance, 
That gave to Rome new glories, this to France. 
Much more my verſe might furniſh in his praiſe, 
Who fuch a Temple“, ſuch a Houſe, could raiſe; 
May force nor faction e'er his mind moleſt, 
Nor break the ſacred quiet of his breaſt ! 
His calm receſſes let him ſtill improve, 
To court the Graces and propitious Love, 
That all his Houſehold Gods + may joy to ſee 
Himſelf firſt bleſt, and then his progeny, 
Till Britain's Queen no more can raiſe his ſtate, 
Nor Poets fancy him more fortunate! 


--" The Temple of Death,” a poem by the Duke of Buc- 
Kingham; Englith Poets, vol. XXV. p. 11. N. 

+ “Sie ſiti lætantur Lares” was inſeribed by the Duke on 

the front of this elegant building, and remained there until the 

figures of the Lares were removed a weren years ago. N. 
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TO $IGNIOR ANTONIO VERRIO®, 


AT HAMPTON COURT, BY MR. BUCKEREDGE. 
ON THE GRANT OF WOODSTOCK PARK, Kc. 5 
10 THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH, 1704. 


| Enown'd in arms when mighty Heroes riſe, 
PV! immortal Muſe in laſting numbers tries 
To future ages to tranſmit their fame, 
And give them, after death, a living name. 
The tieids of bliſs below, the ſhady grove, 
Were the reward of all their toils above; 
35 8 Mantuan Swain has fill'd the ſolemn place 
With the wreath'd worthies of his Roman race; 
While greater Marlborough diſdains to wait, 
Mature for Fame. the flow approach of Fare, 
But reaps that glozious harveſt whilſt he lives, 
Which Time to all his ancient Heroes gives. 
Ele ſlan ſhades ſhall now no more be fought, 
Tie gay creation of the Poet's thought; 
The royal gift diip'ays a nobler view, 
No feign'd Elyſium can excced the true. 
Woodftock her loy'd Plantagenet no more 
Laments, when Marlborough ſhall her ſtate reſtore; ; 
Sie tor whom Chaucer's tuncful Ivre was ſtrung, 
And Wilmot's Muſe in ſofter tranſport ſung, 
From lonely bowers her lofty head hall rear, 
And chearful, like her conquering Lord, appear. 
Through her coo ' glades, on every verdant plain, 
Eternal Ple nty, ! 'eace, and Pleaſure reign: 
* See an account of Verrio in Mc. Walpole's Angcdotes, - 


vol. II. p. 34 R. 
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High on her walls, Imperial Eagles tell, 

By bolder hands how herce Bavarians fell; 

Here we behold, by Verrio's pencil wrought, _ | 
The numerous ſpoils from Swabian conqueits brought ; 
How o'er th' oppoſing Schellenberg he run, 

Which none before but great Guſtavus won. = 
Here, camps ailaulted, and a city ſtorm'd; | = 
There, on expanded plains, the battle form'd ; 

Through ſeas of blood the fiery courſers fly, 

And rapid ftreams and thundering br als defy , "INE 

_ White echoing clifts and {vlvan heights around 

Wich groans and ſhouts alternately reſound. 
Surrendering ſquadrons with their lilies torn, 

And haughty chiefs before his proweſs born; 

In exile One, and One bencath his chain, 

Sttive for a Crown and Liberty in vain, 

 Gild his victorious car, bold Artiſt ; - draw 

Albion rejoicing, and the World in awe; 

4 Paint in full ſplendor all his acts, that claim 
Triumphant laurels and immortal fame. 
Make him Gaul's glittering flowers in homage yield, 
To fix them faſter in Britannia's ſhield; _ _ 
Let Auſtria's ſacred branch in ſtate defcend, 9 I 
To view the Victor, and applaud the Friend; | 
Let your great genius on the canvaſs ſhow, = 
How the ſwift Rhine, and how the Danube flow, FE 
| How eaſtward this, in ſtreaming purple ſirays, 
How that, his captives to our coaſts conveys ; 
How thus the trophies, he at once has won, 
Haſte to the rifing and the ſetting ſun, 
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To A LADY OF QUALIT.Ys 8 


.oN HER INTENDED: VOYAGE INTO TURKEY. 
BY MR. BUCKEREDG Et. 


W H Y ſhould the charming Galatea ſhun 
The bleeding conqueſts that her "= have won? | 
Oh ſtay, and give us yet a gentler fate; 
For abſence is more cruel than your hate. 
Love in thoſe eves ſo abſolutely reigns, | 
We ire ſlaves by choice, nor with to quit our chains; 
Vain of our wounds, and proud to be undone, 


We would not from the glorivus ruin run. 
Her charms the limit of an iſle diſdain, 

And ſpread a powertul empire o'er the main. 
Shall the to barbarous coaſts from hence remove, 
78 melt their tyrant hearts with flames of love?“ 
To punit haughty llaves, that proudly dare, 

Triumph Ger beauty, and inſult the fair? 
Ev'n he, whoſe nod a thouſand beauties wait, ; 
And, wiſhing, fileatly expect their tate ; 


* Lady Mary Chambers, eldeſt daughter to the earl ot 
Berkeley, and filter to lady Betty Germaine. She had been 

one of the maids of honour to Queen Mary, and was mar- 
ried to Sir Thomas Chambers of Hanw ell, Middleſex. N. 


+ Theſe lines have been improperly attributed to Sir Wil 
lem Trumball, who went ambatlador ro Conſtantinople; and 
as his I have capied them in a note, on the Svpplement to 


Swift. They are now reſtored to Mr Buckeredge on the 


authority of Jacob, who appears to heve bad tutheient foun— 
dation for what he aſſerts on this hend. N. 
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 Aw'd by her charms, ſhall a juſt vengeance meets. 


And he ſlave deſpairing at her. feet. 
But O! bright nymph, let not a long return 
Make wretched we your tedious abſence mourn : 


Let then the barbarous nations ſoon reſtore 


Fair Galatea to the Britiſh ſhore: 
Elſe they expect in vain the war ſhould conſe, 


| — 5 N $ N ſigns | * vain the peace. 


. THE TOASTING. GLASSES 


OF THE KII. AT Los-. 1909 


DUTCHESS or ST. ALBANS +. BY Li 
*HE Saints above can aſk, but not beſtow; 
* Thus Saint can give all happineſs be low. 
LADY BRIDGEWATER: BY MR. MAYNWARING |, 
All health to her, in whoſe bright form we ſind | 


| Exceſs of charms with native meeknels join 'd; 


Whole tender beauty, ſafe in Virtue's care, 


Springs from a race ſo fruirful of the Fair, 


That all Antiquity can boaſi no more; | 
For Venus and the Graces were but Four |. 


Several verſes of the ſame ſort, by Halifax, Lanſdowne, 


_ Addiſon, and Garth, are printed in the Englith Poets, among 
the works of their re{yeftive authors, Of the Club itlelt, ſes 
zn account in the Supplement to Swiſt. N. 


F Lady Diana Vere, daughter to Aubrey earl of Oxford. N. 
2 Of whom, tome particulars ſhall be given hereaſter. N. 
In El;zabeth, counteſs of Bridgewater, was the third of che 


«ke of Marlbozough's very beautiful daughters, N. 
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DUTCHESS OF BEAUFORT *. 
Empire the Daughter and the Sire divide, 
She reigns in Beauty ſovereign, he in Wit; 
Thus as in blood, they are in power ally'd, 
| To him our minds, to her our hearts ſubmir. 
' DUTCHESS OF BOLTON +. BY DR, B 


BY Flat contradictions wage in Bolton war! 


Vet her the Toaſters as a goddeſs prize; 
Her Whiggiſh tongue does zealouſly declare 
For freedom, but for ſlavery her eyes. 

| MRS. BARTON T. BY LORD HALIFAX, 

Stampt with her reigning charms, this ſtandard-glaſs 5 
Shall current through the realms of Bacchus pafs ; 
Pull fraught with beauty, ſhall new flames impart, 
= And mint her ſhining image on the heart. 

| MRS. BARTON. | 
Beauty and Wit ſtrove each, in vain, 
To vanquiſh Bacchus and his train; ; 


* Lady Mary Sackville, only N of Charles earl of 


Dorjet. N. 
+ Lady Henrietta Crofis, drachont of the duke of Mon- 


much, N. 


1 Catharine, widow of colonel 8 and niece to Sir 


E Las Newton. After the death of his lady, the carl of Ha- 


Utax ſelected Mrs. Barton to ſuperintend his domeſtic affairs. 


| Being young, beautiful, and gay, it was not likely that he 
Would efcape the cenfure which was undeſervedly paſſed on 

cr, But ſhe is ſuppoſed to have been a woman of ſtrict ho- 
nour and virtue; and the Earl's very high regard appears by 
che liberal proviſion he made for her in his will. N. 
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* ook on the lovelieſt tree that ſhades the park, 
And Brudenell you will find upon the bark; 
Look on the faireſt glaſs that 's Hll'd the Rm 


Look on her eyes, it you their light can bear, 


Briglit as the ſtar that leads the heavenly hoſt, 
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But Barton, with ſucceſsful charms, 
From both their quivers drew her arms; | 
The roving God his ſway reſigns, 
And awfully fabmits his vines. 
| MRS. BARKTON. 
At Barton's feet the God of Love 
His arrows and his quiver lays, 
Forgets he has a throne above, 
And with this lovely creature ſtays. 
Not Venus” beauties are more bright, 
But each appear ſo like the other, 
That Cupid has miſtook the right, 
And takes the nymph to be his mother, 
MRS. BRUDENELL. BY MR. c. 


And Brudene!l you will find the faireſt toaſt; 


And Love himſclf you'll find firs toaſting there. 
| MRS, BRUDENELL, | 


mei Juno gave her matchleſs grace, 
And Hebe's youthful bloom adorns her face; 


Eragon precedes the glory of the toaſt. 


Mn. CLAVERINE. BY MR, ER. 
Such beauty, join'd with {uch harmonious ſkill, 
Muſt doubly charm, then let us doubly fill. 


if Muſick be Love's food, as Lovers think, 


When Claverine 's nam'd, then toalling is uis drink. 
5 oþ . | LADY 
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LADY CARLISLE ®, 
Behold this Northern ſtar's auſpicious light; 

Our fainter beauties ſhine not halt ſo bright, 
Form'd to attract, yet certain to repe], | 
Her charms are blazing, but ſhe guards them well. 

LADY CARLISLE. 
& che o'er all hearts and toaſts muſt reign, 
E Whoſe eyes out-ſparkle bright champaign 
Or (when the will vouchſafe to ſmile) 
The brilliant that now writes Carliſle. 
LADY CARLISLE. 
Great as 2 Goddeſs, and of form divine, 
Our heads we bend, and all our hearts refign : 
Like Heaven, ſhe rules with an 8 [way, 
And teaches to adore and to obey. 5 
LADY CARLISLE. 8 
Approach, ye mean coquettes, and view her well, 
Finiſh'd within, as ſuits the ſtately ſhell; 
Smile on your fops, and ſlaves of fools create; 
But, it you 'I conquer men, like her be fair nd great, 
MRS. COLLIER. BY MR. MAYNWARING., © 
No wonder Scots our kingdom would invade, _ 
Since we have ſtol'n from thence this lovely maid : 
Troy's myſtic tales a prophecy appear 
Ot wars predeſtin'd to be fought for her; 
And all thoſe charms, the Grecian Poets give 
Their fancy'd Helen, in this beauty live. 
. © © MRS, DUNCH. BY DR. - 
o Dunch! if fewer with thy charms are fir'd, 
Than when by Godfrey's name thou waſt admir'd, 


Anne, only ſurviving daughter of Ave earl of Effes. N. 
6 Tis 
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'Tis not thar marriage makes thee ſeem leſs fair, 
But W we hop'd, and now we muſt deſpair. 


Fair Dunch's eyes ſuch radianc huge. dart, 


As warm the coldeſt boſom with defire : 


Thoſe heavenly orbs muſt needs attract the heart, 


Where Churchill's ſweetneſs ſoftens ea 5 fre, 
MRS. P. DASHWOOD. 


Fair as the bluſhing grape ſhe ſtands, 


E.xcites our hopes, and tempts our hands; 


Bloſſoms and fruit together meet, 


As Autumn ripe, and April ſweet. 
| MRS. DIGBY. BY MR. Gs | | 
Why laughs the wine, with which this glaſs is crown oy 


Vine leaps my heart, to hear this health go round? 
_ Digby warms both with ſympatheric fires ; 


Her name the glaſs, her form uy 0 inſpires. 


No onde Ladies that at court appear, 

And ia front-boxes ſparkle all the year, 
Atte cheſen toaſts! 'twas Digby's matchilcfs frame 
Fiat, Cfar like, but ſaw and overcame. 


LADY H GODOLPHIN. BY MR. MAYNWARING. 
Godolphin's “ eaſy and unpractis'd air | 
Gains without art, and governs without care, 
Her congering race With various fate ſurprize ; 
Who {cape their arms, are captives to her eyes. 
MRS. GUYBONS, BY DR. B— 
Could Grecian maſters from the ſhades return, 
To copy Guy bons, twould advance their art; 


* Kanten, eldeſt ae of the duke of Marlborough: N. 
| Theis 
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Their's never made but one with paſſion burn, 5 
* ny Belle Venus conquers every heart. 
LADY HARPER. ty | 
In Harget all the Loves and Graces ſhine, 
Gay as our mirth, and ſparkling as our wine. 
Here 's to the Fair Were poiſon in the cup, 
Might ſhe be bleſs'd, thus would I drink it up. 
| MRS. DI. KIRK, BY MR. Cm 
Fair-written name, but deeper in my heart; 
A diamond cannot cut hike Cupid's dart. 
Quickly the cordial of her health apply; 
For WE 1 ceaſc to toaſt bright Kirk, I die. 
8 MRS. DI. KIRK, 
so many charms Di. Kirk ſurround, 
Tis pity ſhe 's unkind; _»þ3 
Her conquering eyes, not ſeeing, wound, 
As Love darts home, though blind. 
Ms. LONG ®, BY THE LORD WHARTON, | 
Fill the glaſs; let hautboys found, | | 
Whilſt bright Longy's health goes round 
With eternal beauty bleſt, 
Ever blooming, ſtill the beſt: 
Drink your glaſs, and think che reſt. 
Us. NICHOTAS. BY DR. B— 
Unrival'd Nicholas, whoſe victorious eyes 
Love for a place of arms with darts ſupply'd, 


* Anne, ſiſter to Sir James Long, and the intimate ac- 


quaintance of Mrs. Barton. They are both frequently men- 


tioned by Swiſt, in his Journal to Stella. Mrs. Long was 


obliged, by pecuniary diſtreſs, to retire ſrom the world; and 


died at Lynn, Dec. 22, 1711, See the Supplement to Swift. N. 
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$con as one Phœnix ſought her kindred ſkies, 
A brighter role, and bleſt our wondering eyes; 


Since, faſt as Heaven deprives, the Court repairs. 
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Does on the Toaſters like fair Phcebe riſe, 
To rule their wines, and paſſion's mighty tide, 
| LADY ORRERY “/. BY MR. MAYNWARING, 
Phcebus, from whom this Fair her wit derives, 


No toaſt beholds, though round the world he drives, 
That charms fo much, or has ſuch conqueſt won, 
As this bright daughter of his darling ſon. 


LADY ORRERY. -. 
Vere cloſe the liſt, here end the female Qrife ; ; 


View here the dawn of heaven, and joys of life. 
Nature, to warm the world into deſire, 

| Makes Dorſet's charms in her ſoft ſex conſpi pire, 
His youthful form, and his immortal fire. 


LADY RANELAGH. 
The God of Love, aided by Cecil's charms, 


Upon his rival Bacchus turns his arms; 
When her idea govern'd in the heart, 
Ev'n wine encreaſes, which ſhould cure the 8 


DUTCHESS OF RICHMON DT. BY L. CARBERRY 7 
Richmond has charms that continue our claim, 


To lay hold of the toaſt that belongs to the name. 


MRS. STANHOPE, 


Then in a cheartul bowl diſſolve your cares, 


= Mary, daughter to Richard earl of Dorſet, and wiſer to 
Roger the ſecond carl of Orrery. N. 


t Aune, davghter of Sir William Pulceney. . 
+ See vol. II. p. 106, where he is called lord V aughan. N. 


_ LADY 
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LADY SUNDERLAND's * picTuURE, 
With the ſe words under, © Ab una diſce omnes.“ 
Learn by this portrait,! how the Kit-cats toaſt ; | 
How charming thofe can ſuch-like features boaſt. 
From Nature's hand this vaſt profuſion came, 
And with as bright a ſoul inform'd the frame. 
She with no haughty airs her triumphs views; 
So her yore Father looks, when countries he ſubdues, 
MRS. TEMPEST. 
If nerfelt } joys from perfect beauty riſe, 
View Tempeſt's ſhape, her motions, and her eyes: 
 Undoubted Queen of Love, but Honour's flare, 
Whilſt thoufands languiſh, ſhe but one can fave. 


| MRS. TEMPEST. 
Venus, contending for the golden ball, 


sd Helen's charms to bribe her judge withal : 
Ha! ſhe been bleſs'd with Tempeſt's brighter eyes, 
Unborrow'd beauty would have gain'd the prize, 

| MRS. VERNON. 
London, no more thy trade or riches boaſt, 

Within thy walls there lives the brighteſt toaſt, 

| Who lays no bait to pleaſe, or ſtrives to kill, 
Or, wanting nature, does ſupply by kill. 
Her air, her mien, ſuch darts are in her eyes, 
W ho looks on Vernon, loves, adores, and dies. 


- LADY WHARTON . 
' You Rakes, who midnight judges fit 


Of Wine, of Beauty, and of Wit, 

For Mercury and Cupid's ſake 

Two bumpers to fair Wharton take ; 

Anne, ſecond daughter to the duke of Marlborough. N. 
+ Lady Lucy; of whom, ſee above, p. 10. N. | 
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For in that graceful charming ſhell 
The Gods of Wit and Pleaſure dwell, 


NY MPHIDIA. THE COURT or FAYRIE, 
* MICHAEL DRAT TON, ESQ 


br Olo Chaucer doth of Topas tell, 
Digs. Mad Rabelais of Pantagruell, 
A latter third of Dowſabell. 
 _ With ſuch poor trifles playing: 
Others the hke have labour'd at, 
Some of this thing, and ſome of that, 
And many of they know not what, 
But that they muſt be ſaying, 
Another fort there be, that will 
Be talking of the Fayries ſtill, 
Nor never can they have their fill, 
As they were wedded to them; 
No tales of them their thirſt can flake, 
So much delight therein they take, 
Ard ſome ſtrange thing they fain would make, 
Knew they the way to do them. 
Then ſince no Muſe hath been ſo bold, 
Or of rhe later, or the old. 
Thoſe elviſh ſecrets to untold, 
_ Which lie from others reading, 
My active Muſe to light ſhall bring 
The Court of that proud Fayrie King, 
And tell there of the Revelling. | 
Joan, proſper my procecding. 


* Of whom, ſee vol. I, b. 253, No 


And 


N Y MP HID 1 A. 177 


And thou, Nymphidia, gentle Fay, : 

Which, meeting me upon the way, 

Theſe ſecrets didſt to me betray, 

Which now II am in telling; 

My pretty light fantaſtic maid, 

I here invoke thee to my aid, 

That I may ſpeak what thou haſt aid, | 
In numbers ſmoothly ſwelling. 


This palace ſtandeth in the air, 
By necromancy placed there, 
That it no tempeſts needs to fear, 
Which way ſo e'er it blow it; 
And ſomewhat ſouthward tow'rd hs noon, „ 
 Whence lies a way up to the moon, 
. And thence the Fary can as ſoon 
Paſs to the earth below it. 


The walls of ſpiders legs are made, 
Well mortized and finely laid, 

He was the maſter of his trade 
It curiouſly that builded: 
The windows of the eyes of cats, 
And for the roof, inſtead of ſlats, 
Is cover'd with the ſkins of bats, _ 

That are with moon-ſhine gilded, . 


a. * 
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Hence Oberon him ſport to make 2 
(Their reſt when weary mortals take), 
And none but only Faries wake, 

Deſcendeth for his pleaſure. 
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And Mab bis merry queen by night =» 

Beſtrides young folks that he upright, 
(In elder times the mare that hight) 
Which plagues them out ofimeaſure. 


Hence ſhadows, ſeeming idle ſhapes, 


Of little friſkiny elves and apes, 


To earth do make their wanton ſcapes, 


As hope of paſtime haſtes them : 


Which maids think on the hearth they ſee, ; 


When fires well near conſumed be, 


And in their courſes make that round, £ 


There dancing havs by two and three, 


Juſt as their fancy caſts them. 


Theſe make our girls their Nuttery ri rue, 
By pinching them both black and blue: ; 


And put a penn 1n their ſhoe, 
The houſe for cleanly {weeping : 


In meadows, and in marſkes found, 
Of them fo call'd the Fary ground, 


Of which they have the keeping. 


Theſe when a child haps to be got, 


lich after proves an idiot, 


When folk perceives it thriveth not, 
The fault therein to ſmother, 
Some ſiily doating brainlefs calf, 


a 'T hat underſtands things by the half, 
Says that the Fary left his oaf, 


And took away the other. 


"__ 
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But liſten, and I ſhall you tell, 
A chance in Fary that befell, 
Which certainly may pleaſe ſome well; 
In love and arms delighting: 
Of Oberon, that jealous grew 
Ot one of his own Fary crew, 


Too well (he fear'd) his Queen that knew, 
IIis love but ill requiting. 


Pigwiggen was this Fary Knight, 
One wondrous gracious in the fight 
Of fair Queen Mab, which day and nis hue” 
He amorouſly obſerved; 
Which made King Oberon ſuf ſl 
His ſervice took too good effect 


— His ſaucineſs he often check'd, 


And could have wiſh'd bum ſtarved. 


Piawiggen gladly would commend, 


Some token to Queen Mab to fend, 


If ſea, or land, him aught could lend, 
Were worthy of her wearing ; 
At length this lover doth denies: 
A bracelet, made of emmet's eves, 
A thing he thought that ſhe would prize, 
No whit her tate impairing. 


| And to the Queen a letter wtites, 


__ Which he moſt curiouſly endites, 


: Conjuring her, by all the rites _ 
Of Love, the would be Pleaſed 
N 
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To meet him, her true ſervant, where. 
They might, without ſuſpeC or fear, 


Themſelves to one another clear, 


And have their poor hearts eaſed. | 


At midnight the appointed hour, 


And for the Queen a fitting bower, 


(Quoth he) is that fair cowſlip flower, 


On Hipcut hill that groweth; 


In all your train there's not a Fay, 
That ever went to gather May, 
But ſhe hath made it in her way, 


The talleſt there that knoweth. 


| When by Tom Thumb, a Fary page, 


He ſent it, and doth him engage, 


By promiſe of a mighty wage, 


It ſecretly to carry : 


; W hich done, the Queen hs maids doth call, 
And bids them to be ready all, 


She would go ſce her ſummer hall, 
She could no longer tarry. 


Her chariot ready ſtraight i is made, 


Each thing therein is fitting laid, 
That ſhe by nothing might be ſtaid, 


For naught muſt her be letting. 


Four nimble gnats the horſes were, 
Their harneſſes of goſſamere, 
Fly Cranion her charioteer, 


P pon che coach - box getting. 


Her 
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Her chariot of a ſnail's fine ſhell, 
Which for the colours did excell: 
The fair Queen Mab becoming well, 
So lively was the limning : 
The ſeat the ſoft wool of the bee; 
The cover (gallantly to fee) 
The wing of a pied butterflee, 
I trow 'twas fimple trimming. 
The wheels compos'd of cricket's bones, 
And daintily made for the nonce, 
For fear of rattling on the ſtones, 
With thiſtle down they ſhod it ; 
For all her maidens much did fear, 
If Oberon had chanc'd to hear 5 
That Mah his Queen ſhould have been there, 
He would not have aboad it. 
She mounts her chariot in a trice, 
Nor would ſhe ſtay for no advice, 
Until her maids that were ſo nice 
Io wait on her were fitted, 
But ran herſelf away alone; 
Which when they heard, there was not one 
But haſted after to be gone, 
As ſhe had been diſwitted. 
Hop, and Mop, and Drop ſo clear, 
Pip, and Trip, and Skip, that were 
To Mab their Sovereign ever dear; 
Her ſpecial maids of honour : 


N 8.7 OE, | Fib, 
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Fid, and Tib, and Vinck, and Pin, 

Tick, and Quick, and Jill, and Jin, 

Tit, and Nit, and Wap, and Win, 
The train that wait upon her. 


0 pon a graſhopper they got, 
And what with amble, and with trot. 
For hedge nor dnch they ſpared not, 
But after her they hie them. 
A cobweb over them they throw, 
To ſhield the wind if it hould blow, 
_ Themſelves they wilely could beſtow, 
Leſt any ſhould eſpy them. | 


Nut let us leave Queen Mab awhile, 
Through many a gate, er many a ſtile. 
That now has gotten by this wile, 
_ Her, dear Pigwiggen kiſſing ; 
And tell how Oberon doth fare, 
Who grew as mad as any hare, 
When he had fought each place wil: care, 
And found his Queen was miſſing. 
Ny griſly Pluto he doth ſwear, 
| He tent his cloaths, and tore his hair, 
And as he runzeth here and there, 
An acorn cup he yieetcth z 
Which ſoon he taketh by the fialk, 
About bis head he lets it walk, 
Nor doth he any creature baulk, 
But lays on all he mecteth, 


The 
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The Tuſcan Poet ꝰ doth adrance 
The frantic Palatine of France; 
And thoſe more ancient do enhance 
Alcides in his fury; 

And others Ajax Telamon : 
But to this time there hath been none 
So Bedlam as our Oberon, 
Ot which I dare afſure you. 


And firſt encountering with a waſp; 
He in lus arms the fly doth claſp, 


As though his breath he forth would graſp, 


Him for Pigwiggen taking: 

Where is my wife, thou rogue, quotli i: 
Pigwiggen, the is come to thee, 

* Reſtore her, or thou dv'ſt by me 

_ Whereat the poor waſp, quak ing, 


Cries, Oberon! great Fary King, 

Content thee, L am no ſuch thing, 

I am a waſp, behold mv ſting: 

At which the Fary ſtarred : 

When ſoon away the waſp doth go, 

Poor wretch was never frighted ſo, 

He thought his wings were much too flow, 
O'erjov'd, they ſo were parted. 


He next upon a glow -worm light, 
(You muſt ſuppoſe it now was night.) 
Which, for her hinder part Was bri, dle, 
He took to be a devil; 
Tao. 
N 4 
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| And furiouſly doth her aſſail | 
For carrying fire in her tail, | 
He chraſht her rough coat with his flail, 
The mad King fear'd no evil. 


A new adventure him betides, 
He met an ant which he beſtrides, 
And poſt thereon away he rides, 
Which with his haſte doth ſtumble ; ; 
And came full over on her ſnout, | 
Her heels ſo threw the dirt about, 
For ſhe by no means could get out, 
But over him doth tumble. 
And falling down into a lake 
Which him up to the neck doth take, 
His fury ſomewhat it doth flake, | 
He calleth for a ferry; as 
Where vou may ſome recov ery note, 
What was his club, he made his boat, 
And in his oaken cup doth float, 
As ſafe as in a wherry. 


Scarce ſet on ſhore, but therewithal 
He meeteth Puck, which moſt men call 


-  Hobgoblin, and on him doth fall, 


With words from frenzy ſpoken; 

Hoh, hoh! quoth Hob, God ſave thy grace, 

Who dreſt thee in this piteous caſe ? 

He rhus that ſpoil'd my Sovereign's face, 
1 would his neck were broken, 


* 
— 
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This Puck ſeems but a. dreaming dolt, 
Still walking like a ragged colt, 
And oft out of a buſh doth bolt, 

Of purpoſe to deceive us; 
And, leading us, makes us to ſiray 
Long winter's nights out of the way, 
And when we ſtick in mire and clay 
Hob doth with laughter leave us. 
Dear Puck (quoth he) my wife is gone; 
As e'er thou lov'ſt King Oberon, 

Let every thing but this alone, 

With vengeance and purſue her; 
Bring her to me alive or dead, 

Or that vile thief, Pigwiggen's e 
That villain hath defil'd my bed, 
He to this folly drew her. 


Quoth Puck, My liege I'll never * 
But I will thorough thick and thin, 
Dntill at length I bring her in, 

My deareſt Lord ne'er doubt it; 
Thorough brake, and thorough brier, 
Thorough muck, and thorough mire, 
Thorough water, thorough fire, 

And thus goes Puck about it. 

This thing Nymphidia over-heard, 
That on this mad King had a guard, 
Not doubting of a great reward, 
For firſt this buſineſs broaching ; 


And 
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And through the air away doth —_— 
Swift as an arrow from the bow, 
To let her Sovereign Mab to know 
What peril was approaching. 


The Queen, bound with Love's powerful chatia, 
Sate with Pigwiggen arm in arm, 
Her merry maids that thought no harm 
| About the room were ſkipping : 
. A humble-bee, their minſtrel, play'd 
Upon his haut boy; every maid 
Fit for this revels was array d, 
The horn- pipe neatly tripping. 


Ia comes Nymphidia, and doth cry. 

My ſovereign, for your ſafety fly, 

For there is danger but too nigh, | 

I poſted to forewarn you: 
The King hath ſent Hobgeblin out, 

To ſeck you all the fields about, 
And of your ſafety you may doubt, 

If he but once diſcern you. 


When like an uproar in a town, 

Before them every thing went down, 

Some tore a ruff, and ſome a gown, 
Gainſt one another juſtling: 
They flew about like chaff i' tht wind, 
For haſte ſome left their maſks behind; 
Some could not ſtay their gloves to find, 

There never was ſuch buſtling, 
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Forth ran they by a ſecret way, 
Into a brake that near them lay; 57 
Let much they doubted there to ſtay, 
Leſt Hob ſhould hap to find them: 
He had a ſharp and piercing fight, 
All one to him the day and night, 


EF And therefore was reſolv'd by flight 


To leave this place behind them. 


At length one chanc'd to find a nut, 

In the end of which a hole was cut, 
Which lay upen a hazel- root, 
There ſcatter'd by a ſquirrel : 

Which out the kernel gotten had; 

When quoth this Fay, Dear Queen, be ea, 

L. et Oberon be ne'er fo mad, 8 
Ie fer you ſafe from peril. 
Come all into this nut (quoth ſhe) 
Come cloſely in, be rul'd by me, 
Each one may here a chooler be, 

| For room you. need not wraſtle. 
Nor need you be together heapt: 
So one by one therein they crept, 


And lying down they ſoundly ſlept, 
And ſafe as in a caſtle. 


Nymphidia, that this wile doch watch, 


Perceiv'd, it Puck the Queen ſhould catch, 
That he ſhould be her over-match, 


Of which the well bethought her; 5 
„ Found. 
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Found it muſt be ſome powerful charm, 
The Queen againſt him that muſt arm, 
Or ſurely he would do her harm, 
For throughly he had ſought her. 
And liſtening if'ſhe aught could hear, 

That her might hinder, or might fear: 
But finding ſtill the coaſt was clear, 
Nor creature had deſcry'd her; 
Each circumſtance and having ſcan'd, 

She came thereby to underſtand,” 
Puck would be with them out of hand, 

When to her charms ſhe hied her. 


And firſt her fern-ſeed doth beſiow, , 
The kernel of the miſſeltoe : 
And here and there as Puck ſhould 20, 3 
With terror to affright him “ 
She night - ſnade ſtrews to work him ill, 
Therewith her vervain and her dill, 
That hindereth witches of their will, 
Of purpoſe to deſpite him. 


Then ſprinkles ſhe the juice of rue, 
That groweth underneath the yew; : 
With nine drops of the midnight dew, . 
From Lunary diſtilling : | 
The molewarp's brain mixt therewithal, 
And with the ſame the piſmire's gall, 

For ſhe in nothing ſhort would fall, 
The Fayrie was ſo willing. 


Tuen 
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Then thrice under a briar doth creep, 
Which at both ends was rooted deep, 
And over it three times doth leap; | 
Her magic-much availing : 
Then on Proſerpina doth call, 
And ſo upon her ſpell doth fall, 
Which here to you repeat I ſhall, 
Not in one tittle failing. 
By the croaking of the frog, 
By the howling of the dog, 
By the crying of the hog, 
Againſt the ſtorm ariſing: 
By the evening curfew-bell, 
By the doleful dying knell, 
O let this my direful-ſpell, 
Hob, hinder thy ſurprizing. 
By the mandrake's dreadful groans, 
By the lubrican's fad moans, 
By the noiſe of dead mens' bones 
In charnel-houſes rattling : 
By the hiſſing of the ſnake, 
The ruſtling of the fire-drake, 
I charge thee, thou this place forſake, 
Nor of Queen Mab be prattling, 
By the whirlwind's hollow found, 
By the thunder's dreadful ſtound, 
Yells of ſpirits under ground, 
I charge thee not to fear us : 
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By che ſcreech-owl's diſmal note, 
By the, black night-raven's throat, 
I charge thce, Hob. to tear thy coat 
Wich thorns, if thou come near us.“ 
Her ſpell thus ſpoke, the ſtept aſide, 
And ia a chink herſelf doth hide, 
To ſee thereof what would betide, 
For ſhe doth only mind bim: 
When preſently the Puck eſpies, 
And well ſhe mark'd his gloating eyes, 
How under every leaf he pries, 
In fecking ſtill to find them. 
But, once the circle got within, 
The charms to work do ſtraight begin, 
And he was caught as in a gin; 
For as he thus was buſy, 
A pain he in his head: piece feels, 
Againſt a ſtubbed tree he reels. 
And up west poor Hobgoblin's heels, 
Alas, his brain was dizzy. | 
At length upon his feet he gets, 
Hobgoblin fumes, Hobgoblm frete, 
And as again he forward ſets, 

And through rhe buſhes ſcrambles; 

A ſtump doth trip him in his pace, 
Down comes poor Hob upon his tace, 
And lamentably tore his cate 

Amongſt the-briers and bramblcs. 


A plague 
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A plague upon Queen Mah, quoth he, 
And all her maids, chere: e er they be! 
J think the Devi guided me, 
| To ſeek her ſo provoked : 
Where, ſrumbling at a piece of nw 
Ile fell into a disch of mud, 
Where to the very chin he ſtood 
In danger to be choaked. 


Now worſe than e'er he was before, 


poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roar; 


That wak*l Queen Mab, who doubted ſore_ 


Some treaſon had been wrought her: 
Until Nymphidia told the Queen 
What ſhe had done, what ſhe had ſeen, 


: Who then had well-near crack'd her ole __ 


With very extreme laughter. 


l But leave we Hob to clamber out; 

Queen Mab and all her Fayrie rout : 

And come again to have a bout 

With Oberon yet madding : 

And with Pigwiggen now diſtrought, 

Who much was troubled in his thought, 

That he ſo long the Queen had ſought, 
And through the fields was gadding. 

And as he runs, he ſtill doth cry, 

King Oberon, I thee defy, 


And dare thee here in arms to try, 
For my dear lady's Honour 2 Se 


Foc 
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For that ſhe is a Queen right good, 
In whole defence I Il ſhed my blood, 
And that thou in this jealous mood 
HFaſt lay'd this ſlander on her.” 
And quickly arms him for the field, 
A little cockle-ſhell his ſhield, 
Which he could very bravely wield, 
Vet could it not be pierced: 
His ſpear abent, both ſtiff and ſtrong, 
And well near of two inches long: 
The pile was of a horſe-fly's tongue, 
Whote ſharpneſs nought reverſed. 
And puts him on a coat of mail, 
Which was made of a fiſh's ſcale, 
That when his foe ſhould him aſſail, 
No point ſhould be prevailing : 
His rapier was a hornet's ſting, _ 
It was a very dangerous thing, 
For if he chanc'd to hurt the King, 
It would be long in healing. 


His helmet was a beetle's head, 
Moſt horrible and full of dread, 
That was able to ſtrike one dead, 
FPet did it well become him: 
And for a plume, a horſe's hair, 
Which being toſſed with the air, 
Had force to ſtrike his foe with fear, 
And turn his weapon from him. 


Himſelf 
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H:mſelf he on an earwig ſet, 
Yet ſcarce he on his back could get, 
So oft and high he did curvet, 

Ere he himſelf could ſettle : 
He made him turn, and ſtop, and bound, 
To gallop, and to trot the round; 
He ſcarce could ſtand on any ground, 
| He was fo full of mettle. 


When ſoon he met with Tomalin, 
One that a valiant Knight had been, 
And to King Oberon of kin; 

Quoth he, “ Thou manly che Lo: 
Tell Oberon 1 come prepar d, 
Then bid him ſtand upon his guard; 

This hand his baſeneſs thall reward, 

Let him be nc'er ſo wary, | 


Say to him thus, that I defy 
His flanders and his infamy, 
And as a mortal enemy _ 
Do publickly proclaim him : 
 Withal, that if I had mine own, 
He ſhould not wear the Fayric crown, 
But with a vengeance ſhould come down, 
Dor we a King ſhould name him.“ 


"This Tomalin could not abide, 
Jo hear his Sovereign vilify'd, 
But to the Fayrie court him hy'd ; 
Full furiouſly he poſted, F 
"Db: Y; | With 
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With every thing Pigwiggen ſaid ; 


How title to the crown he laid, 
And in what arms he was array'd, 


And how himſelf he boaſted. 


'T'wixt head and foot, from point to point, 


Ile told the arming of each joint, 


la every piece how neat and quaint, 


For Tomalin could doit: 
How fair he fate, how ſure he rid, 
As of the courſer he heſtrid, 
How manag'd, and how well he did; 


The Kang he liſten'd to it. 


Quoth he, « Go, Tomalin, with ſpeed 


Provide me arms, provide my ſteed, 


And every thing that I ſhall need, 


By thee I will be guided : 


To ſtraight account call thou thy wit, 


Sec there be wanting not a whit, 
In every thing ſee thou me fit, 
Juſt as my foe 's provided.“ 


Soon flew this news through Favrie land, 


Which gave Queen Mab to underſtand 
The combat that was then in hand, 
Betwixt thoſe Fairics mighty: 

Which greatly ſhe began to rue, 
Perceiving that all Fayric knew _ 
The firſt occaſion from her grew, 
Ot thele affairs ſo weighty, = 
og | Whereture, 
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| Wherefore, attended with her maids, 
Through fogs, and miſts, and damps, ſhe wades, | 
To Proſerpine the Queen of ſhades, 
To treat, that it would pleaſe her 
The cauſe into her hands to take, 
For ancient love and friendſhip's ſake, 
And ſoon thereof an end to make, 
Which of much care would eaſe her. 


A while there let we Mab alone; 
And come. We do King Oberon, 
Who arm'd to meet his foe is gone, 
For proud Pigwiggen crying; 
Who ſought the Fayrie King as faſt, 
And had ſo well his journeys caſt, 
That he arrived at the laſt, 
His puilfant oe "on rg. 


Se Tomalis came wi: th t the King, 
Tom Thumb Goth on Pigwiggen bring, 


They perfect were in every thing 
To fingle fights belonging 2 
And there fore they themſclves en gag ge, 
To ſce them exerciſe their rage, 
Wirh fair and comely equipage, 
Not one the other wronging. 


So like in arms theſe champions Were, 

As they hail been a very pair, 

80 tha at a man would almoſt {\w ei, 
That either nad been e! her: 


O 2: | | Their 
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That they were heard a mighty way, 
Their ſtaves upon their reſts they lay: 


Which was indifferent to them both, 
That, on their knightly faith and troth, 


Ard ſought them that they had no charms, 


But came with t1mple open arms, 


Vet quickly they zegain'd their own, 
g 


They forward came with might and main, 
Yet which had better of the twain, 


Their ſhields were into pieces cleft, 
Their helmets from their heads were reft, 
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Their furious ſteeds began to neigh, 


Yer, ere they flew together, 


Their ſeconds Weider an oath, 


No magick them ſupplied ; 
VWherewith to work each other's harms, 


To hare their cauſes tried. 


Toget her furiouſly thay ran, | 
That to the ground came horſe and man, 
The blood our of their helmets 28 

So ſharp Were their encounters: 
And though they to the earth were thrown, 


duch F was never ſhewngz 
They were two gallant mounters. 


When in a ſecond courſe again 
T) ic {cconds could not judge yet; 


Aud to defend them nothing left: 
T Theſe champions would not budge pet. 


| Away 
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Away from them their ſtaves they threw, 
Their cruel ſwords they quickly drew, 
And freſhly they the fight renew; 
They every ſtroke redoubled : 
Which made Proſerpina take heed, 
And make to them the greater ſpced, 
For fear leſt they too much ſhould bleed, 
Which wondrouſly her troubled. 


When to th? infernal Stex ſhe goes, 

She takes the fogs from thence that roſe, 
Andi in a bag doth them incloſe; 
hen well ſhe had them blended, 

She hies her then to Lethe ſpring, 

A bottle and thereot doth bring, 
Wherewith ſhe meant to work the ti1zg, 
Which only ſhe intended. 


Now Proferpine with Mab is gone 
| U nto the place where Oberon 
And proud Pigwiggen, one to one, 
Both to be flaia were likelv: 
And there themſelves they cloſely hide, 
Becauſe they. would not be eſpy'd, 
For Proſerpine meant to decide 
The matter very quickly. 


And fuddenly unties the poke, 

Which out ot it ſent ſuch a ſmoke. 

As ready was them all to choke, 

So grievous was the pother : 
I 
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So that the Knights each other loſt, 

And ſtood as ſtill as any poſt, 8 

Tom Thumb nor Tomalin could boaft 
Themſelves of any other. 6 


But when the miſt * gan ſomewhat ceale, 
Proferpina commandeth peace, 
And that a while they ſhould releaſe 
Each other of their peril : 
« W hich here, quoth ſhe, I do proclaim 
To all, in dreadful Pluto's name, 
That, as ye will eſchew his blame, 
You let me hear the quarrel. 


But here vourſelves you muſt engage, 
Somewhat to cool your ſpleeniſh rage, 
Your grievous thirſt and to aſſuage, 
That firſt you drink this liquor; 
Which ſhall your underſtanding clear, 
As plainly ſhall to you appear; 
Thoſe things from me that you ſhall hear, 
Conceiving much the quicker.” 


This Lethe water, you muſt know, | 
Ihe memory deſtroyeth ſo, 
That of our weal, and of our woe, 
It all remembrance blotted : 
Of it nor can you ever think, 
For they no ſooner took this drink, 
But nought into their brains could fink 
Ot what had them beſotted. 
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King Oberor forgotten had, 

That he for ſealoufy ran mad, 

But of his Queen was wondrons glad, 

And aſk'd how they came thither : 
Pigwiggen likewiſe doth torget 

That he Queen Mab had ever met, 

Or that they were ſo hard beſet, 
When they were found together. 


Nor neither of them both had thought, 
That e'er they had each other ſought; 
Much leſs that they a combat fought, 
But ſuch a dream were loathing : 
Tom Thunib had got a little ſup, 
And Tomalin ſcarce kifs'd the cup, 
Vet had their brains fo ſure lockt-up, 
Thar they remember'd nothing. 


Queen Mab and her light maids the while, 


Amoagit themſelves do ciolclv tmile, 


To fee the King caught with this wile, 


With one another *clling : 
And to the Fay tie court they went, 
With mickle joy and mertiment, 


Which thing was done with good intent, 


And thus I left them eating: 
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THE QUEST OF CYNTHIA 
BY MICHAEL DRAYTON, 


W H A T time the groves were clad in green, 
The fields dreſt all in flowers, | 


And that the fleek-hair'd nymphs were ſeen, 
To ſeek them fummer bowers ; 


* orth rov'd I by the ſliding rills 
Too find where Cynthia ſat, 

| Whoſe name ſo often from the hills 
The Echos wondered at. 


When me upon my queſt to bring, 

That pleaſure might excel, 
The birds ſtrove which ſhould ſweetlieſt ſing, 
The flowers which ſhould ſweeteſt ſmell. 
Long wandering in the woods, ſaid I, 
Oh, Whither 's Cynthia gone? 
When ſoon the Echo doth reply 
To my laſt word, Co on. 


At length upon a lofty fir, 
It was my chance to find, 

Where that dear name moſt due to her 

| Was carv'd upon the rind. 

Which whilſt with wonder I beheld, 
The bees their honey brought, 

And up the carved letters fill'd, 
As they with gold were wrought. 
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And near that tree's more ſpacious root, 
Then looking on the ground, 


The ſhape of her moſt dainty foot 
| Imprinted there I found. 


Which ſtuck there like a curious ſeal, 
As though it ſhould forbid 

Us, wretched mortals, to reveal 
What under it was hid. 


Beſides, the flowers which 1 it had preſs'd, 
Appeared to my view | 

More freſh and lovely than the reſt, 
That in the meadows grew. 


The clear drops in the ſteps that ſiood, 
Of that delicious girl, 
The nymphs amongſt their dainty ove.” 

Drank, tor diſſolved pearl. 


The yielding ſand where ſhe had trod, 
Untouch'd yet with the wind, 
By the fair poſture plainly ſhew'd 
Where 1 might Cynthia find. 


When on upon my wayleſs walk, 
As my deſires me draw, 

I like a madman fell to talk 
With every thing I ſaw. 


I aſk'd ſome lilies, why ſo white 
They from their fellows were; 
Who anſwer'd me, that“ Cynthia's fight 
Had made them look ſo clear.” 


I alk d 
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I aſk'd a nodding violer, why 
It fadlv hung the head; 


It told me,“ Cynthia late pafs'd by, 


Too ſoon from 1 it the fled.” 


A bed of refer faw | there, 


Bewitching with their grace: 


| Behides, fo wondrous ſweet they were, | 


That they perfum'd the place, 


I of a ſhrub of thoſe enquir'd, 


From others of that kind, 


Who with ſuch virtue them inſpir'd, 


It anſwer'd (to my mind), 


« As the baſe hemlock were we ſuch, 
The poilon'dit weed that grows, 


Till Cynthia, by her god-hike touch, 


Transform'd us to the roſe: 


Since when thoſe froſts that winter brings, 


Which candy every green, 


Renew us like the teeming ſprings, 


And we thus freſh are ſeen.” 


At length I on a fountain light, 
Whoſe brim with pinks was platted ; 


The bank with deffadillies dight, 


With gra!s hke ſleave was matted. 


When I demanded of that well, 


What power frequented there; 


Deſiring it would pleaſe to tell 


What name it us'd to bear. 
I: 
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It told me, “ it was Cynthia's own, 
Within whoſe cheartul brims 

That curious nymph had oft been known 
To bathe her ſnowy limbs. 


Since when that water had the power 
Loſt maiden-heads to reſtore, 

And make one twenty in an hour, 
Of Eſon's age before: 


And told me, © that the bottom clear, 
Now laid with many a ſet 

| of ſeed-pearl, ere ſhe bath'd her there, 

Was known as black as jet. 


| When chance me to an arbor led, 
Whereas I might behold 
Tuo bleſt Elytums in one ſted, 
The leſs the great enfold. 


The place which ſhe had chaſen out, 
Herſelf in to repoſe: ; 

Lad they come down, the Gods no doubt. 
The very ſame had choſe. | 


The wealthy Spring yet never bore 
That ſweet, nor dainty flower, 

That damaſk'd not the chequer'd floor 
Of Cynthia's ſummer bower. 
The birch, the mvrtle, and the bay, 

Like friends did all embrace; 


And their large branches did diſplay, 
To canopy the Place, 


Where 
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Where the like Venus doth appear, 
Upon a roſy bed; 
As lilies the ſoft pillows were, 
Whereon ſhe laid her head, 


Heaven on her ſhape ſuch coſt beſtow'd d, 
And with ſuch bounties bleſt: 
No limb of hers but miglit have made 
A Goddeſs at the leaſt. 


The flies by chance meſht in her hair, 
By the bright radiance thrown | 

From her clear eyes, rich jewels were, 
They to like diamonds ſhone, 


The meaneſt weed the ſoil there bare, 
Her breath did fo refine, 

That it with woodbine durſt compare, 
And beard the eglantne, 


The dew which on the tender graſs 
The evening had dittill'd, 

To pure roſe-water turned was, 
The ſhades with tweets that fi1I'd. 


The winds were huſh'd, no leat fo ſmall. 
At all was ſeen to {hr : 

Mhilſt, tuning to the water's tall, 
The ſmall binds lang to her, 


Where ſhe roo quickly me eſpies, 
When I might plainly ſee 
A thouſand Cupids from her eyes 
Shoot all at once at me. 


Into 
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Into theſe ſecret ſhades, cried ſhe, 
How dar'ſt thou be ſo bold 

To enter, conlecrate to me, 
Or touch this hallow'd mold! : 


Thoſe words, ſhe ſaid, I can pronounce 

Which to that ſhape can bring 
Thee, which the hunter had who once : 
Saw Dian in the ſpring.” 


« Bright nymph, again I thus replys 
This cannot me affright: _ 

I had rather in thy preſence die, 
Than live out of thy ſight. 


I firſt upon the mountains high 
Built altars to thy name; 
Ard grav'd it on the rocks thereby, 

To propagate thy fame. 


taught the ſhepherds on the downs, 
Of thee to frame their lays: 

"Twas I that fill'd the neighbouring towns 
With ditties of thy praiſe. 


Thy colours I devis'd with care, 
Which were unknown before; 

Which fince that, in their braided hair, 
| The Nymphs and Sylvans wore. 


Transform me to what —_ you can, 
1 pals not what it be: 

Yea what moſt hateful i 13 to man, 
S0 1 may follow thee.” 
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Quoth ſhe, '* Moſt welcome to theſe aol, 


Whoſe vileneſs us ſhall never awe: 


Of 1 75 in theſe groves that grow, 


2 nature of each herb to know, 
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Which chen ſhe heard. full pearly floods | 


J in her eves might view: 


Too mean for one ſo true. 


Here from the hateful world we 'll live, 
A den of mere de \pight ; ; . 

To idiots only that doth give, 
Which be her ſole delight, 


To people the infernal pit, 

That more and more doth firive, 
Where only villainy is wit, 

And Devils only thrive, 


But here our ſrorts ſhall he, 
Such as the golden world firſt ſaw, 
Nloſt innocent and free. 


'l learn the pertect ſkill; 


Wich cures, and which can kill. 


The waxen palace of the bee 
We ſceking will ſurprize, 

The curious workmanſhip to ſee, 
Ot lier full-laden thighs, 

We ill ſuck the ſweets out ot the comb, 
And make the Gods repine : 


As they do feat in Jove's great room, 
To ice wich what we dine. 
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Vet A there haps a honey-fall, 
Ve *Il lick the ſyrupt leaves: 
1 rel] the be that theirs js gall, 
To this upon the greaves. 


The nimble ſquirrel noting here, 
Her moify dray that makes, 

And laugh to ſce the luſty deer 
Come boundiag o'er the brakes, 


The ſpider's web to watch we ll and; 
7 when it takes the bee, 

We 'l! help out of the tyrant's hand 
The innocent to free. | | 


Sometime we ll angle at the brook, 
The freckled trout to take, 

With ſilken worms, and bait the hook, 
Which him our prey ſhall make. 


Of meddling with ſuch ſubtle too, 
Such dangers that encloſe, 

The moral 1s, that painted fools 

Are caught with filken ſhows. 


And when the moon doth once appear, 
We ' trace the lower grounds, 
_ When Fairies in their ringlets there 
Do dance their nightly rounds : 
And have a flock of turtle-doves, 
A guard on us to keep, 
As witneſs of our honeſt loves, 
1 watch us till we fleep.” 
Which 
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Which ſpoke, I felt ſuch holy fires 
To overſpread my breaſt, ; 
As lent life to my chaſte deſires, 
And gave me endleſs reft. 
By Cynthia thus do I ſubſiſt, 
On Earth Heaven's only pride; 
Let her be mine, and let who liſt 
Take all the world beſide. 


"TRA LADY, 
WHO ASK”'D, «WHAT IS LOVE” 


: Jo VE'S no irregular defire, 
No ſudden ſtart of raging pain, 
| W hich in a moment grows a fire, 
And in a moment cools again. 


Not found in the ſad Sonnetteer, 
Who ſings of darts, deſpair, and chains, 
And by whoſe ſenſeleſs verſe tis clear, 
He wants not only heart, but brains, 
Nor is it centred in the Beau, 
Who ſighs by rule, in order dies, 
Whoſe all conſiſts in outward ſhew, 
And want of wit hy dreſs ſupplies. 
No, Love is ſomething ſo divine, 
_ Deſcription would but make it leſs; 
| 'Tis what I know, but can't define, 
'Tis what 1 feel, but c can't expreſs. 


4 Ann 
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NEREIDES: OR, SEA-ECLOGUES. 
BY MR. JOHN DIAPERS, 1712. 


6 Venus orta mari. 
46 vie, fic j juvat ire ſub ux ps.“ 
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AS: Merchants, whoſe ſunk trade and ebbing ſiocks 
Fear every ſtorm, and dread the lurking Es, 

Above its teal worth their bark enſure, 

Then careleſs hug themſelves, and ſleep ſecure, 


They 


* Of the life of this ingenious poet, but tis particulars 
are known. He was bred at Baliol College, Oxford; and 
by publiſhing the Eclogues here re-printed obtained the pa- 
tronage of Swift, who thus deſcribes the author and his poem: 
« Here is a young fellow has writ ſome ſea-eclogues, poems 
et mermen, reſembling paſtorals of ſhepherds; and they 
are very pretty, and the thought 15 new. Mermen are he- 
mermaids Tritons, natives of the ſea.— His name is Diaper, 
I muſt do ſomething for him, and get him out of the way. 
I hate to have any new wits riic; yet when they do rife, I | 


| would encourage them; but they tread on our heels, and 


thruſt us off the ſtage.” Journal to Stella, March 12, 1711-12. 
The author of the Sea-Eclogues ſent books to the Society 
velterday, and we gave him guineas apiece; and may do fur- 
ther for him.” Ib. March 21. On the 22d of December Mr. 
| Diaper preſented to Lord Bolingbroke a new philoſophical po- 
em, * The Dryades, or the Nymph's Prophecy,” (re-printed in 
Poetical Calendar, vol. IX. p. 17.) “ which, fays Swift, is a 
'ery good one; and I am to give him a ſum of money from 
Lor. V. N WT og my 
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They hear of wrecks, and fear no inward pain, 
But ſeeming loſſes bring a real gain. 

So, would your ſmiles protect the fearful Muſe, 
The vulgar praiſe I would with ſcorn refuſe. 
By you approv'd, condemn'd by all beſide, 

I 'd court my fate, and ſwell with careleſs pride. 
Since novel treats our modern guſts purſue, 

I hop'd at leaſt to pleaſe by ſomething new, 
The Muſe long ſought the woods and molly caves, 
: Deſpis'd the ſeas, and fear'd the rolling wares, 
The flowery meadows and the whiſpering trees 
Have oft been ſung, and will hereafter pleaſe. 


my Lord: and I have contrived to make a Parſon of him, for 
he is half one already, being in Deacon's orders, and ſerves a 
{mall cure in the country; but has a ſword at his tail here in 
town. It is a poor little ſhort wretch, but will do beft in a 
gown, and we will make Lord Keeper give him a living.“ Two 
months after this, Swift kindly viſited him “ in a naſty gar. 
ret, very ſick; and gave him twenty guineas from Lord Bo- 
lingbroke,” Unfortunately for the poor poet, his friends loſt 
their power before they had an opportunity of providing for 
him; and he died a country curate, in 1717, in the 29th year 
of his age. Befides the © Nereides” and“ Dryades,” he pub- 
liſhed an imitation of an Ode of Horace, which is printed in 
the Supplement to Swift; aſſiſted Mr. Rowe in the tranſla- 
tion of Quillet's © Callipædia,“ of which the firſt half of 
Book IV. is by Mr. Diaper; and left behind him in MS. 
atranſlation of the three firſt books of Oppian's Halicutics, 
which were printed by fubſcription, in 8vo. 1722, with the re- 
mainder of the work executed by Mr, Jones, whe” was like 
wiſe of Baliol We N. 
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Cool ſhady grots, and gently riſing hills, 
And the ſoft murmurs of complaining rille, 
In ancient verſe deſcrib'd, their ſweets convey, 
And ſtill ſucceeding Bards repeat the grateful lay. 
But the vaſt unſeen manſions of the deep, 
Where ſecret groves with liquid amber weep, 
Where bluſhing ſprigs of knotty coral ſpread 
on gild the azure with a brighter red, 

Vere ſtill untouch'd — 
hag the Muſe has no envenom'd rage, 
No party-wars her innocence engage, 
Nor partial falſehoods ſtain the guilty page. 
She loves no pompous ſound, no lofty ſtrain, 
Nor ſoars to ſenſe obſcure with aukward pain, 
But would plain ſongs in artleſs verſe contrive, 
And, humbly modeſt, only aſks to dive. 
Joys free and undiſturb'd, and endleſs loves, 
The Triton ſeeks, and every Nymph approves *. 


Bui 


- T ſhall not here repeat what Elia and Plioy among 
the Antients, or Olaus Magnus, Rhannutus, Alvarez, and 
other Moderns, have writ concerning Sca-animals in human 
ape; which probably gave occaſion to the Nereids, Tritons, 
and Syrens of the Antient Poets, and all the numerous Court 
of Neptune and Tethys. I ſhall not pretend to decide whe- 
ther theſe Marines have not ſometimes (at leait as to their 
outward parts) been found with bodies proportionable, and 
hmilar to ours; or whether the 8 be (as ſhe is uſfu- 
ally painted) like Horace's | 


Mulier fermsja 7 Herne. | : 
T i | e With 
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But ſhould the harmleſs pen have no regard, 
Your name (like ſacred ſpells that charm when heard) 
From blaſting rongues ſecures the tender Bard; 
The beauteous nymphs to your protection throng, 
And beg vou would not ſcorn the humble ſong : 


Ac 


„ With lovely face, and flowing hair, 
© The Nereid looks divinely fair; 
« But, ah?! no further ſeck to know, 
«A fiſhy tail is all below.“ 
Y Of this kind was the Girl kept at Harleim, who was ſo 1 
rational as to be taught to ſpin, to underſtand thoſe about her, 
and to expreſs her devot ions at prayers. We have an account 
in our Engliſh Chronicles of a Sea-inhabitant taken entirely 
human. Nay, if we believe Hiſtory, the Sea has, as Du Bar- 
tas expreſſes it, the Mitred Biſhop, and. the Cowled Fryar. 
Alexander ab Alexandro, after ſeveral other ſtories of the 
like rature, gives us the following relation, which, becauſe it 
carries with it an air of truth, and is ſomewhat agreeable, 1 
all tranſlate at length. Theodorus Gaza, ſays he, a learn- 
ed Greek, living in the Peloponneſus, faw a Nereid, with 
moals of other fiſh, driven to ſhore by the violence of a ſud- 
don form: her face was perſectly human, and not diſagreea- 
dle; her body ſcaly, and from the middle downward ſhe ſeems 
to have been not unlike our common Sign-poſt Mermaids, 
The people flocked together to ſee this ſtrange monſter; who, 
when the perceived there was no poſhbility of eſcaping, ſhew- 
ed all the marks of ſorrow and diſtreſs. But, when the water 
had quite left her, and the ſaw herſelf expoſed as an object of 
wonder to the multitude, the fetched the deepeſt ſighs that 
grief could expreſs, and burſt out at length into a flood of 
: tears. 
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As Indian travellers wild beaſts affright 

By kindled fires, and ſkreen themſclves with light. 

Sd Critic-wits, like other brutes of prey, 

From a ſurrounding brightneſs ſlink away. 

Men dare not cenſure (even when they ought) - 

If Virgil will ipprove what Mzvius wrote. 


2 tears. Gaza, who was a man nine render and compaſſin- 
nate, took pity on this diſtreſſed Lady, and perſuaded the 


| people to ſuffer her to return to her native element.” The 


E tame Author tells us, that Georgius Trapezuntius (another 
famous modern Greek) affirmed “ That he {aw, as he was 
E walking on the ſhore, a handſome Girl from the waſte up- 
E wards, who, by her often diving, ſeemed ſporting herſelf in 
E the water; and when the perceived ſhe was diſcovered, im- 
N mediately diſappeared.” However it be, the antient Nymphs 
I and Nereids, and the modern Mermaids, are ſufficient grounds 
deo free the ſuppoſition from abſurdity, or extravagance: and 
© lince we have gone ſo far as to have found inhabitants in the 
E Planets, I hope 1 ſhall not be condemned for having diſcover- 
ed the manners and converſation of a people nearer hone : be- 
fades we know, that the agreeable images, which arc drawn 
trom things on Earth, bave been long fince exhauſted ; but it 


uill be allowed, that the beauties (as well as the riches) of 


J the Sea are yet in a great meaſure untouched: and thofe who 
bave made attempts that way, have only given us a few Piſ- 
© catory Eclogues, like the firſt coaſters, that always keep 
within fight of thore, and never venture into the ocean. Lu- 
cian indeed has ſomething of this nature; but, as his defign 
E was chiefly to expoſe the Heathen Deities, ſo it muſt be 
owned that the heſt of our modern productions are owing to 
1 thoſe hints, which were taken from that great Wit. PiA UR. ü 
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VT 
CY MOTEH0K::-6:4.4:V.01 
CYMOTHOE. 

THINK, Glaucus *, you were once a fiſhing ſwain, 
Till, urg'd by potent 3 you left the plain; 
That you were bred on earth, you fully prove, 

And thence you know to feign deceitful love. 
But think, ingrate, when firſt vou hither came, 
How ſtrange you look'd, how aukwardly you ſwam, 
When artleſs firſt you tried the unknown lea, | 
1 taught you how to plow the liquid way; 

I thew'd you all the ſecrets of the deep, 

And vaulicd rocks where weary Tritons fleep.. 
I ſhew'd you iflands yet unknown to men, 
Where wanton Nereids meet, and ſport unſcen. 

Ott have I wound in plaits the yielding reed, 

And plac'd the well-wrought garland on your head. 
Oft have I choiceſt fiſh with labour caught, 

And the {weet prey to you a preſent brought. 
To me in vain love-tick Palzmon cried, 

While I regardleſs paſs'd with ſullen pride; 

Oft the kind vouth would near Cvmothoe ſwim, 
And fondly a{k if I would bathe with him. 

Yer you, an carth-born wretch, ungratetu] prove, 
No more Cymothoe, but Cyano love; 

Blue-ey'd Cyano love, that matchleſs fair, 
Though flat her noſe, and thin her falling hair; 
The Nymph, whom moſt deſpiſe, aud none admire, 
 Glaucus alone purſucs with fond deſire. | 

* Glaucus was a ſiſherman, who, by cating a certain herd, 


is faid to have been chang'd into a Sea-god, DIAPER. | 
| dince 


VF 

Since then I am (too credulous) betray'd, 

I live no more a wretched worthleſs maid ; 
| Since vou are falſe, I'll leave the hated N 

And yield myſelf to fiſhermen a prey. 

I ſhall on ſhore be as a monſter ſhown, | 

And trumpeted for pence through every town, 
While you, well pleas'd, with lov'd Cyano toy, 
And in ſome conſcious cliff the beauteous Nymph enjo: Fo 
Thus ſadly plaining fond Cymothoe ſaid, 
And Glaucus thus appeas'd the angry maid, 
GLAUCUS. 
ks wrongs her Glaucus, and herſelf, 
To think I languiſh for that ſcaly elf. 
The wanton Nymph indeed has often firove 
To bribe my ſervice, and engage my love, 

With gifts of ſhining pearls ; and thought to plealy 
With coral twigs and fragrant ambergris; 
But ſtill I ſought the trifling maid to ſhun : 
Your love preſerves what firſt your beauty won ; 
Nor ſhall I e'er that happy time forget, 
When arſt I lett my boat and fiſhing-net: 
And how you taught me artfully to ſwim, 
To dive for pearls, and ſteepy rocks to climb; 
You taught to hunt the ſhark, and boldly ſtride 
The flouncing hore, and quell his foamy pride. 
Believe not, Fair, that I can prove untrue, 
Or any Water- beauty love, but you. 
No, firſt the waves ſhall loſe their biting ſalts, 
The winds ſhall ceaſe to {ound in hollow vaults, 
And wanton fiſh ſhail leave their native ſeas, 
And baſk on cath, or browze on leafy tices. 
| 2 4 8 C * 
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CYMOTHOE. 
If Glaucus will be kind, and conſtant prove, 
Let us review thoſe ſcenes of former love, 


” And fink embracing to th' abyſs below, 


Where ſpirv herbs and lovely coral grow ; 
The ocean has its groves and gloomy ſhades, 
And cryftal ſprings below, and cooling glades. 
Fond you once thought that nothing here could Pleafe, 
But we have fairer meads and taller trees 
Than vou on ſun-burnt, ſapleſs earth could boaſt, 
Whoſe fading beauties are too quickly loſt. 
The glories of the ſpring are ſoon defac'd 
By miry ſtorms, and toſt by every blaſt. 
But ſee, the birds in noiſy troops are Join d, 
I hear the diſtant murmurs of the wind. 
The vapours into dark confuſion blend, 
And will ere long in ſudden ſpouts deſcend. 
The angry waves begin their uncouth noiſe, _ 
And teeming clouds bring down rhe falling ſkies. 
Hatte then, mv Glaucus, to thofe peaceful meads 
And rceds plains, where hoary Phorcys feeds 
His numerous herds ; where neither ſtorms nor rain 
Nloleſt the trees, nor incommode the ſwainz 
Where unmixt waters are as cryſtal clear, 
And warm as ſummer glooms, and fine as air. 
taintiſh light ſlunes through the watery green, 

And lets us ice enough, but — not be ſeen ; 

The ſpangled glories of the plain reveals 
With pebbles chequer'd, and with azure ſhells. 
Dive, Glavcus, ſwift, and let us ſinking move 

Down to the Centre of the world, and — Love, 
OP ECLOGUE 
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„eln 10. 
MELVI N, LARON: TWO TRITONS. 
Ds MELVIN. | 
BE ill, fond youth, and ceaſe the rueful noiſe, 
That wide-mouth'd baſe ill-ſuits a ſqueaking voice : : 
The ſhepherd's ruder pipe, or failor's crowd, 
As 1 echoes, and almoſt as loud. 
BY „ 
Rail on, poor Melvin, and with envy ſwell, 
While Pholoe commends the tuncful ſhell. 
She ſwears befide, I fing like amorous ſwains, 
When with alternate loves they chear the imiling 8 825 
| MELVIN. 
Begin, if thou art Kkill'd in tuneful la: 
Now whiſpering breezes gentle ſounds convey z 
The noiſy winds in bolted caves are preſt, 
And now the Halcyon builds her waving neſt. 
 LARON. 
1 have 1 paſs'd through different climes, 
Can fix the ſeaſons, and adjuſt the times, 
And know what ſtars, when they oppoſe or meet, 
Wil cauſe, or r ſtormy winds, or falling ſleer, 
_MELVIN. 
I've ſeen the deep o'er-ſpread with ſtringy weeds, 
And depthleſs waters look like verdant meads. 
| know far diſtant iſles in Northern ſeas, 
* here birds from inſects grow, and hang on trees. 
L ARO NM. 
The Moon commands the waves. Her FEE IR face 
Diſturbs the whole, and ſtirs the watery maſs; 6 
e NV! ut 
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But there are ſcas which no ſuch influence know, 
And rebel-rides chat without order flow. | 
MEL VT NC 
Though now 'tis calm, I know bol magic ſpells 
Can raiſe the fleepy winds from rocky cells : 
The louring Heaven looks then with ſadder hue, 
And diſmal ſtorms and trighttul wrecks enſue. 
„ M M U . 
When fatal rocks have ſplit the broken hip; 
And ſhrieking mortals fink into the deep, 
If Laron hears the cry, he often faves, 
And buoys the floating wretch amidſt rhe angry \ wave:. 
On yonder rock I tun'd the pallive air, 
And Pholoe thought ber fiſter Syren there. 
The wanton colphims f joyous danc'd around, 
Spouting the waves, and friſk'd at every ſound. 
MELVIN. 
In that ſame cliff Cyano llceping lay, 
With labouring haſte I cut the yielding way: 
I came, and ſhe, glad of the kind ſurprize, 
Still feign'd a ſleep, and clos'd her waking eyes. 


2855 LA RON. 
Ino repents, and would at length be kind; 
Bur ſhe ''s as fickle as the morning wind: 
To me her tears and glances arc no more 
Than crackling bottles on the frothy morn e 
+ enn. 5 
In ſteepy tocks the ſea-fowl raake their neſt: 
Take heed, ye birds; for an unwelcome gueſt 
Will ftcal the ſpeckled eggs, and g1ve the prey 
To a kind Nymph, that ſports in yonder bay... 
LARON 


N REI D E 8. 
| LARON. 

Peleus, earth-born, his Thetis has enjoy'd; 

But the Wood-nymph, who late at ebbing tide 

Meaſur'd the ſandy plain, will come no more: 

Ah! would ſhe love, I could e'en re — on ſhore. 

„„ e e 

The Manati * his change of pleaſure boafls, 

Now ſports in ſeas, now grazes on the coaſt; 

Nature indulges the amphibious kind, 

While to our watery home we ever are confin d. 

L AR ON. 

Unhappy offspring of the briny main, 

Who want a voice to ſing, or to complain #! 

1hough mute yourtelves, yet you in ſhoals will throng, 

And joy to hear Laron's delightful ſong. 


MELVIN. | 
Fiſh Laron, are not mute; for even now 


hear the diſtant lowings uf the Cow, 
While ſofter breezes breathe in whiſpers round, 
And every wave breaks with a pleaſing ſound. 


* An animal which terminates the boundary between Qua- 
drupeds and Fiſhes. It cannot be called amphibious, as it 
never entirely leaves the water, only advancing its head out 
of the ſtream, to reach the graſs on the river ſides, Feeding 
entirely upon vegetables, it is never found far in the open 


near Kamtchatka. Its head and body are ſhaped like the ſeal; 
and the fleſh is ſuppoſed to be a greater luxury than turtle, 
See Goldſmith's Animated Nature, vol. IV. p. 186. N. 
+ The Manati has no voice nor cry; tor the ouly noiſe it 


makes, 1 is by fetching its breath. Goldimith, p- 185. N. 
LA 


fea, but chiefly in the large rivers in North America, BE, 
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LARON. 
See yonder cawdy fiſh, that fluttering ſprings, 


And cuts the liquid air with moiſten'd wings; 
Strange is his life, but ſtranger Laron's fate, 


Who burns amidſt the waves, and pines. for heat, : 
MEL. VIiN;:.. 
0 Thoſe gilded flyers ſtill in danger move, 
Purſued by fiſh below, by birds above: 
Sa Melvin, flving from Dorinda's eyes, . 


To Galatea falls an eaſy prize. 
LAN OV. 


Old hoary Proteus late I ſleeping found. 
In a dark moſſy cave, and claſp'd him round; 
In vain to fright with different forms he Arove, 


I held him fait, and he foretold my love. 
MELVIN. 
[ for Leucippe ſtole a fiſher's net; 


She kiſs'd, and vow'd ſhe never would forget 2 
But they ſhall nothing loſe by what I ſtole, 


For to their boats I drive a numerous ſhoal. 
L AN Oo ... 
A Trident now is mine, which Ceyx « own'd, 


Made of a Sword-fiſh, and emboſs'd around; 
When I beſtow it on the amorons maid, 


Laron with more than kiſſes will be one 
MELVIN. 
Laos | is courted by a lovely fair: 


Ye Gods! I envy not the happy pair. © 
Poor duſky-fac'd Melanthe ! one would think, | 
Like Cuttle-fiſh, the hid herſelf in ink -. 

+ When th's fiſh is purſued, and finds a difficulty of e(- 
caping, it ſpouts forth a quantity of black ſubſtance by which 
the waters are darkened, and then it eſcapes by lying cloſe 
at the bottom. N. : 5 L * 


NY EEE DES an 
'LARON. 
Melanthe till is kind, though coarſely made. | 
| The Nymph that's kind with kindneſs muſt be paid. 
] hate the ſkittiſh fair, that flies when woo'd, 
Like fearful Tunnies, when by Sharks purſued. 
| MELVIN. 5 
E Tobſters® by inſtinct the Pour-contrel + fly „ 
(For if they ſee him, they by ſeeing die); 
But we thoſe dangers ſeck, we ought to ""—_ 
| And court our fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
, | LARON. 
| The Poly] pus, though chang'd, muſt not « eſcape 
By a falſe dreſs, and counterteited ſhape ; 
So wanton Nymphs awhile with aukward pride 
Deny that paſſion, which they cannot hide. 
| Love will revenge on thoſe, who love inſpire, 
| And they muſt heat themſelves, who others ſet on fire, 
MELVIN. 
| When cbbing tides have emptied half the deep, 
And pointed rocks affright the diſtant ſhip, 
| The Nereids fit, and comb their flowing hair, 
or move in tuneful ſounds the circling air. 
But, Triton, were no Lover to be caught, 
IT he hair would be uncomb'd, the _ forgot. 
| L AR ON. 
Melvin, a ſail comes briſk before the wind. 
Ceaſe then the Song, and may the Nymph be kind: 
For, ſhould we thus appear in human form, 
The frighted Sailor will forebode a ſtorm. 


® This circumſtance eſcaped Dr. Goldſmith" s notice, N ; 
+ The Porpus, N. | 
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KE 6 1 os v E III. 
'PHORBAS. DRYMON 1 MELAN NTHPS, 


P H O R BA 8. 
: 1 SEE a diſtant fleet, whole towering maſts 
Seem a thick grove diſrob'd by winter-blaſts : 
Bold was the man who fell'd the leafy trees, 
On floating wood to dare th' uncertain ſcas, 
: DRYMON. | 
Twas avarice that puſh'd thoſe wretches on, 
Jo ſeek for diſtant ifles, and lands unknown ; 
W hile ſea-born ſwains deſite no toreign oar, 
Content with ſea, and careleſs of the ſhore. 
Glaucus, a Mer-man now (but not by birth), 
Has told the cuſtoms of thoſe ſons of earth : 
Though they have all that 's good, and truly rare, 
| Yet, envious, think thetr own too mean a thare ; 
For foreign toys they roam to every ſhore, 
And bring diſeaſes home unknown before. 
By commerce thus humours and faſhions blend, 
And what they icorn'd before they now commend. 
Nothing has any worth that 's fixt or true, 
Bur things their value raiſe by being new. 
Hence endleſs wars engage the earth-born ſlave : 
This whets their rage, and ever makes them brave, 


—̃ EB Or; I 


a 


: I late unſeen ſaw from a diſtant rock 
1 Two vaſt machines engage in clouds of ſmoke ; 
The winds were high, and ruffled all the main: 


But, when the tight with Jouder noiſe began, 


; A 


N E R E I D E 8. 
And bellowing iron- tubes their ſulphur fir'd, 
The Gods afraid with drooping wings retir'd; 
Boreas himſelf was huſh'd in trembling air; 
The ſea grew calm, and all the ſky was fair. 
Oft have I puniſh'd that ambitious wight 
| Who thus entrenches on the Mer-man's right : 
Who, born on earth, yet leaves his native clades, 
And to his own prefers the watery meads; 
Oft have I ſtrove to burſt the yielding planks, 
And force the leaky ſhip on ſandy banks : 
But (cc, Melanthus comes, who, blithe and gay, | 
4 Like a fed Porpoiſe friſks in wanton play 
What happy chance has pleas'd the ſmiling boy? 
he nymph he loves is ſure no longer ys. 


ME 8 ANT H v 8. 

5 Ve Gods! would proud Parthenoe now appear, 
Wich fierceſt rage I 'd ſcize the trembling fair; 
E | Neither her anger nor her tears ſhould move, 

: My blood 's on fire, and I am full of Love. 

; y head 's ſo wondrous light, I ſcarcely find 

: | Whether I move on waves or dance on wind. 


3 Db Y M ON. 

N | So alter'd, Triton! whence proceeds this change, 

| So unexpected, ſudden, and fo ſtrange 2 

A ſettled melancholy gloom but now 
Sem d, like a ſtorm, to hang upon your brow; 
entre you look'd, and nought could pleaſe, 
| | No herb was found to cure the fond diſeaſe. 
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 MELANTHUS, 
If I can uſe my tongue, I el tell thee, Love, 
What does my ſoul to ſudden tranſports move : 
Meeting the ſcatter'd ruins of a wreck, 


As ſhiver'd maſts, planks, and a broken deck, 
_ Amidſt the reſt a floating caſk I found n 
Stopt up with artful care, and ſtrongly bound, 
Curious to know what was within contain'd, 
With cautious fear I ſearch'd; my fingers ſtain'd 
Came forth all moiſten'd with a Juicy red; 
But, oh! the Gods ne'er on fuch nectar fed. 
Pleas'd with the heavenly taſte and ſpicy ſmell, 


I quaff 'd full bowls in a capacious ſhell. 


Ve Gods ! if earthy men thus live, and drink, 
Give me the land—the {ca 's a worthleſs fink. 


The precious draughts my fainting ſpirits cheer ; ; 
I, thus inſpir'd, no mortal Mer-man fear. 


I rule the boundleſs ſcas, and now I reign 
Sole Lord and mighty Monarch of the main. 


This oil has ſo inflam'd my ſecret fire, 

I burn impatient. with the fierce defire. 

No Nymph, or old, or ugly, now I ſcorn; 
Ev'n blear-ey'd Opis now would ſerve the turn. 


Parthenoe hates, nor do I greatly care; 


For, now, the * n that 's kind, is only fair. 
PHORBAS. 


| Melanthus raves ; what magic dell i is this, 
Which feeds the happy youth with fancy'd bliſs ? 
I long to taſte the juice that thus inſpires 
Fond Hopet, ſelt- 8 Loves, and gay Deſires. 


HCL OWES 
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M UR ANA. 

F ROM this high cliff is an unuſual view, 
And here our eyes uncommon ſcenes purſue. 
I {ce the verdure of yon diſtant plains, 
Where bleating flocks are fed by tuneful ſwains. 
But, ah! how wretched arc thoſe earth-born ſlar es, 
Compar'd with us, who cut through ſhining waves 
They are expos'd to cold, expos'd to heat, 

In different ſeaſons mourn a different fate ; 
Uneaſy, ſtill the wretched caitiff moves 
To breezy mountains, or to ſheltering groves, 
While we no cloathing nced, no change of rules, 
The ſca in Winter warms, in Summer cools, 
I've {cen the labuuring plow-man's daily toil, 
For a new crop to fit the ſtubborn foil; 
While Heaven {uppiies our wants without our {weat, 
We ne'er are hungry, but we hare to cat. 
Why ſhould we thus by partial Heaven be biel 
Wich neither grief, nor doubt, nor toll, 0. pprett ; : 
\Winle thofe on earth of happinefs defp1':, 
Ia pain and anguith die, ard live in care? 
3 | P A l. A MO XN. 
1e heard (for thus the wife Meia:npus dais; 
| Two ditterent Kinds of men by Heaven aveic made, 


The one to INT and { (port In briny leas, 


i other to range on earth. or fit at ca'c 


Under the covert of tlic thadowing trecs. 
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To each a guardian ſpirit was alhgn'd, 
To guide their paſſions, and inform their mind : 


Burt he on earth, ingrate, would wildly rove, 
Delpis'd his Maker, and abus'd his love 
Enrag'd at this, the guardian Dæmon flew, 
And bad him his own blinded will purſue. 


Thus earthy men, deſerted by their guide, 


Can't rule their giddy thoughts, nor ſtem the coming tide; 
Bur ſtill are doom'd ſlaves to their darling lud, | 


Are all deceitful, cruel, and unjuſt ; 


Reſtleſs defires their wearied foul diſtract, 


| They Know not what they are, nor why they act: 


While we, content with what the Gods approve, 
Do nought but ever fing, and ever love. 
MURZNA. 


The tide fwells on ths "Ne and forward creeps, 
And with new ſlime beſmears the ſandy heaps. 
What makes this conſtant flux? I've often thought 
The cauſe is wondrous, and in vain I fought. 


r At * . 


The cauſe is wondrous plain; the wiſe will prove, 


The nature of a fluid is to move: 


In every liquid there's a conſtant roll; 


An eddy, though unſeen, diſturbs the whole. 
Tie gliding parts with ſecret motion flow; | 
Were they at reſt, they would to hardneſs grow. 
As waſhings, left in rocks, by Winter's freſt 


Are fix d to ſolid ice, and all the motion 's loſt. 


M U- 


N R R E ID E s. 


M U R N A 
Happy are thoſe who know tlie 3 cauſe 
Of ſtrange effects, and Nature's hidden laws. 
ut leave the rocks; for tiling fogs ag Pear, 
And cold land-breeges chill the troubled air. 


ECLOGUR v. 


MERGUS 1 0 n. 


* E R 8 8. | 

LY C ON, begin — begin the mournful e 
Vou know what 'tis, to love, and not prevail: 
Deicribe Paſinthas in his daily moan, 
How much he lov'd, and how ne was undone. 
. en. 
Cograteful Iöeila, vainly coy, 
And proud of youthful charms, deſpis'd the bon; 
Has lett the calmer ſea's pacitic arms. 
Where conſtant heat the fmiling ocean warms, 
To thun the youth : (ſuch is the power of Hate ') 
| Some windy bay is now her lone retreat. 
In rain Patinthas fought in every cave, 
In exery Creex, and mark'd each 1iting wave; 
| To every iſle he rov'd with wild delpait, 
And atk'd, it Iöetla had been there. 
In vain he has the fruitlets tearch purſued, 
For the is gone, and will no more be wov'd, 
Pierc'd with the killing thought, che lover ſiglis, 
And falls the * forms with Huder eries: „ 


DL: While 
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While thus he ſadly plains : « Ta mournful 8 
"The air through hollow rocks repeats the diſſant found, 
Each winding cavern tells the fruitleſs care, 

And every rock upbraids the abſent Fair; 

By the fad echoes which it ſtill returns, 

It ſeems to pity when the Triton mourns : 

But the coy Nymph, deaf to the Mer-man's er ; 

Is ſtill unmov'd, and makes no kind reply.” 

While thus Pafinthas plain'd, the n came, 
And wept to hear his moan ; the Nereids ſwam 
In beauteous crowds around, and thus they laid : 
Weep not, fond Triton, for a peeviſh maid ; 
Though ſhe is gone, let not the youth deſpair, 
For there are kinder Nymphs, and Nymphs as fair.” 
But, Mergus, Love 1s deat as well as blind ; 

The beſt advice is thought the moſt unkind. 
Reſtleſs he goes from the fair pitying throng, 

To a dark cave, where ſca-cows lay their young. : 
A filent grot ſad as his thoughts he found, 

Where trightiul gloom and horrors ſate around, 
There on its ſlimy bottom careleſs laid, 

He tigh'd, and wept; he tigh'd, and then he faid : 
Have I then lov'd, to be repaid with ſcorn ? 

Ye Gods ! 'tis hard, too cruel to be borne !'_ 
What? have I poiſon'd too the hated ſca, 

That Iòôeſſa leaves her home for me? 
Had you but told, had yeu your hatred ſhown, 


I would have lov'd unpity'd, and unknown; 


By my own flight I had prevented yours, 
And, baniſh'd hence, retir'd to diſtant ſhores, 


=, Wet 
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Where rigid laſting cold, and northern blaſts, 
O'er whiten'd lands a p-arly ſhining caſt ; 
Where icy flakes ke flo ting iſles appear, 
And fiercely mect; the noiſe you '! dread to hear, 8 
Nor can your te der limbs the piercing climate bear. 
Muſcles in ſhoa's on miglity whales attend, 1 5 
- Who feed the worthlefs fich, and court the puny friend. 
Fierce ſharks by gentle uſage are reclaim'd, | 
But female pride ſavage and untam'd. 
Go then, ingrate, whom Love could never pleaſe, 
To boiſterous channels, and to foreign ſeas, 
Where rocks, like you unmor'd, with careicts pride 
Repulſe the waves, and check the ribng tide.” 
Thus the unhappy your]; was heard to moan; 
The winds to ſigh, the hollow feem'd to groan, 
And dropping tears fell from the w coping Rowe. 


M E R G US. 3 
Thy ſong's more grateful than a Summer's breeze, 
Whoſe cooling breath and gentle fannings pleafe, 
And move in wanton rings the liſtening ſeas. 
Not halt ſo ſweet, when firſt the morning dawus, 
Are juicy Oy ſters, or the luſcious Prawns. 
Put now the ſun is dipt in cooling treams; 
The twilight is no more; no doubtful gleams 
Ot weaker light the flitting ſhades divide, 
But they unmixt prevail, aud every object hide. 
The ſea is heard with deeper found to roar, 
And lumbering waters may be faid to ſnore, 
Each Nymph is ſtretching on her 007zv bed, 
And ſcarce a Fiſh pops up bis fleepy head; 
e 


i hole 
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Thoſe who w ere clung to rocks, the ſhellv heap, - 

Drop from their hold, and fall into the deep. 
Nature herſelf is fill, her labours ceaſe, 

And all hes OE in ſilence and inactive a 


* 1 g VI. 
LY c ON, ANTHIS, CETE, 


LYCON. ä 
A N THIS and Cete comb'd their flowing hair, 
And tun'd to pleaſing ſounds the trembling air, 
While hoary Phorcys ſat on floating weed, 
And flowly drove th' unwilling herd to feed. 
Attend, ye Fiſh, and all around me throng, 
While 1 repeat d the Nymph's alternate ſong. 


ANT H 1 8. | 

„Think, how to-day a gentle weſtern breeze 
Wich pleaſing gales danc'd on the cireling ſcas, 
It {wept the calmer ſurface of the main, 
And ſmouth'd the waters to a ſmiling plain; 
But now diffuſive ſweets from ſpicy hills 
Are borne on Eaſteru winds, and waft their blended ſmells, 
The Dolphins laſh the waves with bending tails, 
And every ſhip with ſpeedy current fails, 

Since nothing here we fix'd or conſtant kad, 


Why ſhould the Nereid boaſt a ſettled mind ? 


The reſtleſs Fiſh, who left the open ſea, 
And ſwam to every creek and winding bay, 
To th' ocean now in ſhoals return again, 
While empty nets deceive the fiſhing ſwain. 1 

” 1 35 8 on 
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Now ſhortening davs are gricy'd by northern iſles, 
While, from! ncreaſing cold and ſnowy wilds, 
The ſtarving birds in numerous flocks repair 
To happier climates, and to warmer air. 
Since nothing here we fix'd or conſtant find, 
Why mould the Nereid boaſt a fettled mind? 


Though late the tides have threaten'd all the co: ſt, 
Now, fince the waning Moon her firength has loft, 
They own their weakneſs, and are heard no more, 

But, creeping, hardly cover halt the ſhore : 

When the dircQs, the ſwelliag floods increaſe, 

Aud ſoundipg waters raiſe the troubled ſcas; 

But when ſhe horned frowns, the tumuhs e 


Siacs ning * we 56 4 or alt ant nd, 


Wh- would the Nercid boaſt a ſettled mind! Wo "= 

5 | N t 

The conjcious fiſh the hcavenly motions feel, | 95 

: 9 ; , +80} 

And thus, confin'd within lus naive ſhell, 12 1 
Al diy and lean the mourntul Oyſter lies, | 14 
and Fiſnets then the taſteleſs prey deſpiſe); | | 

ut when the Moon looks down all over bright, 1 
They joey grow, nourith'd with heavenly light. W 


dinge nothing here we fix d or conſtant fad, 
Why thould 1 e Nercid boaſt a ſcttled mind 2 


Calthun:e lov'd a Tobin couth, and {wore. 
Her heart (us fix'd by him) ould rove no more, 
But, chen repeated loves began to cloy, 
The Wiler mph embrac'd a Kinder boy.“ 


1 N 
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'1.YCcon. | 
Thus Anthis tag ; and Cete thus reply d, 


While angry winds oppos'd the riſing ou : 


; CE TE, 
— « Reſiſiteſs charms are in a lovely face, 
| But ſpotlaſs Virtue has a nobler grace. 
Alcon did never yet inconſtant rove, 
Or break repeated vows, or change his love. 
Careful he ſhuns the ſtreights and narrow ſeas, 
Where altering ſcenes the fickle Mer-man pleaſe. 
For all is reſtleſs and unſettled there; Ha 
The waves and winds alike inconſtant are. 
But the unfathom'd deep is ſtill the ſame, 
And always ſmiling with an eaſy calm. 
The waters here a conſtant peace maintain, 
And in ſoft murmurs lovingly complain. 
The winds themſelves are not uncertain here, 
But their fix'd ſeaſons know, each circling year. 
From th' Eaſt the Summer trade-winds never fail 
Lo {weep the ocean with a freſher gale. 
Such is his love; no change it undergoes, 
By Rcaſon fix'd, and no repentance knows.” 


Eo IIC ON. 
Thus ſaid the nymph; and now the day retires, 
VWhitle ſparkling waves appear like kindled fires. 
The diſtant rocks ſhine with deceitful light, 
And thus increaſe the terrors of the night, 


ECLOGUS 


„ ec L'0- 07h" k _ 
de HIPPIAS, MIRA. 


"YT MRE1 O0. | 
THE waves are ſtill, and the unclouded day 
Smiles on the murmuring fea with joyous light. 
Begin the ſong, while wanton Dolphins play, 
Ae the bright fun and pleafing calms invite. 
HIPPI1AS. | 
Tops the youth whom beauteous Mira loves, 
No nymph ſo nimbly ſwims, ſo graceful moves: 
| When to ſoft words ſhe tunes her artful gy. ed 
The Winds themſely es will liſten to her fong. 
$TVURI 0. 
; - Anchis I ſaw, and to my envy'd eyes | 
Tue cucling blood with conicious ardour flies. 
When Anthis ſmiles, joy fills the ſwelling veins ; | b 


Nor Winter-calms, nor Summer's gentle rains, 
Are half ſo grateful to the fiſhing ſwains. 
Her riſing breaſts are white as polifh'd ſhells, 
And in each part a different beauty dwells. 
HIPP1IAS. 
| w = Mira frowns, though all the ky was fair, 
The clouds return, and thick the moiſten'd air; 
The imiling heaven, whene'er ſhe looks ſerene, | 
Puts on its azure, and the ſea its e | 
| STURIO 
When firſt a glance from Galatca's eyes 
Piere'd through my heart, and did my foul ſurprize, 
Amaz'd I fell — 
Beauty itſelf too powerful will affright; 


No lichtning moves ſo fut, or ſhines ſo bright. 
| H 1 Pe 
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HIPPIAS. „ 
The Cramp-fiſh * rouch'd benumbs with ſudden pain, 
And ſhivering horror ſtrikes through every vein. 
But by one diſtant look from her 1 lov'd 

My blood * ſtagnate, and 1 flood unmov'd. 


e 

| We curſe the dog. and loath the hape leſs bats 

As ſad forerunners of unlucky fate: | 
Theſe we deform'd and frightful monſters an 

But they, each in their kind, are beauteous all; 
Fondly we love, and without reaſon hate, : 
And w orfup. idols which ourſelves create. 


H 1 7 PIA 8. 
Beauty 's a a ſhining ſpark of heavenly fire, 
That kindles ia the foul immenſe deſue; 
It draws with pleaſing foice the willing mind; 
Beauty divine like this we ſeldom hr : i 
Few things are truly fair, though pe rea) in their kind. 


8 T U R 1 O. 
Who Mira loves, when Clytie appears, 
Coarſe taſteleſs Thornback to the Sole prefers. 


1 vcr pale cheeks and languid looks deſpiſe ; _ 
Well may the kill ; for Death is in her eyes. 


*The wonderfvl electric properties of the Torpedo, whict 
ſo long remained a myſtery to the philoſophers, and which 
Dr. Goldſmith (vol. VI. p. 262.) was © content to diſmiſs. 
« eure have lately been moſt ſatisfactorily de veloped 
by John Walſh efq. Joka Hunter eſq. and Dr. Ingen House, 
Three very aid ngulthed ornaments of the Royal Sor'tty: 
| See Fil. Tran. vol. LX IV p. 464. vol. LV. p. 1. * 

| | | u r. 
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HIPPIAS. 
T hate the full- check ' d Blowze and fluſhing Maid, 
Whoſe angry red makes every youth afraid: _ 
Such flaming Nymphs want every real grace; 
They cool our paſſion, while they burn our r face, 


STURI0O, 8 
Evy i is vale, and pale is ſad Deſpair. 
Can Mira then be pale, and yet be fair! ? 
The water-lilies are a faintiſh ſweet. 


I know an iſland-grove, where Nereids meet; 


There bluſhing beds of beauteous roſes grow, 
From whom diffuſive ſmells in fragrant circles flow. 


"HIPPIAS. | 
Would Mira yield to love, would ſhe comply, 5 
Her checks would colour with a freſher die. 
But though ev'n now ſhe wants no graceful charm, 
Her voice kills farther than her eyes can harm. 
Nereus himſelf above the waves appear'd, 3 
She {ung—and he with ſecret pleaſure heard, 7 
And liſtening ſmil'd, and ſtroak'd his hoary beard. 
While Doris ſtood afar, and jealous grew, F{enſue. 
Wirth w acchful eyes ſhe look d, and fear d what * 


„ 

So have J heard one praiſe the chattering pic, _ 
And ſwear the coots with artful muſick cry: 
Bur hark—ev'n n now 1 hear ſome diſtant long. 


| HP Pi. A 8. 
'Tis Mira $ voice; I know her warmbling tongue. | 
| Move, Sturio, ſoftly on; then ſudden rite, 
And in her wanton ſong the caſy Nymph ſurprize. 
ECLOGUE 
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PRO TE usS. 
gorkus Kal {cut his ſcaly herd ro fred, 
And ſlumber'd on a bed of ſlimy weed; 
Ino and Cete thither chanc'd to ſtray, 
They ſaw, and ſciz'd him as he ſlecping lay: 
Anxious for flight, now flaſhing flame he ſeems, 
Now ſoftly glides away in melting fireams, 
But they faſt held him, till he ſmiling ſaid, 
Þ „With ſongs, nay mote than ſongs, you ſhall be paid® 
He then began— 
To fing of truths, ur known, unheard before, 
While all the ſca was ill, and winds were heard no more, 
He ſung the world's tirſt birth, and wondrous frame, 
H&w bodies all from one great fluid came. 
Of different parts compos'd, a liquid maſs 
Inceſſant mo d in the unbounded ſpace : 
(The effence of a fluid is conteſs'd 
To move, and to be ſolid is to reſt) 
And as they flow, all fluids ever bend 
To fly around, and to a circle tend; 
Thus a true chaos did at firſt ariſe 
From moving globules of a different ſize; 
But finer atoms were more free to move, | 
And with the flugoiſh parts too active ſtrove | 
Till they had preft them down from thoſe above: 
Twas then th' unfuilicd light did firſt appar, 
And the bright zther thone unmixt with groffer air. 
At: length, oy tedious time and flow degrees, 
Was form'd the centre of unfathom'd leas, 


| Made 
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Made of large globules, which th' aerial ſphere 
By motion thruſt from it, and ſettled here; 
Then firſt the ocean knew his conſtant place, 
And th' azure deep Unveil'd his ſmiling face. 
'Tis motion makes (when different bodies meet) 
What gravity we call, and preſſing weight; 
While reftlefs fluids ever drive below 


| Bodies mare ſolid, or that move too flow: 


Long roll'd the Sea before the Eaith: appear'd, 
No paſtures yet were ſeen, no bleating flocks were heard, 
Till th' occan's conſtant motion cloſer preft 
An earthy ſcum, which gathering flill i increas 4 
But here th' inttinſic fluids ill remain, FD 
And hardeſt metal will its flux regain. 
MW hene'er diſſolv'd, the parts their fre edom know, 
And with new ov again they love to flow. 
| He ſung, how Heaven, ditpleas'd with earthy man, 
Pifturb'd the ſeas ; how all the maſs began 85 
To move enrag d; the motion thus increas'd, 
The ſinking earth dowa to the centre preſs'd ; 
Such was the antient deluge, when the flood 
Pour'd o'er the plains, and on the mountains ſtood; 
Vhile earth-born mortals too abſurdly teach 
That ſolid bodies to the centre reach. 
Ere land was ſeen, the ocean had its birth, 
And now thi abyſs ſupports the ſhallow cruſt of carth. 
Thus Proteus ſung, and ſung—yet more divine, 
How fouls unbody'a act, and how incline ; 
That knowledge now is at the beſt no more, 
But a reſearch of what we knew before, | 
| 833 | | The 
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The ſoul, as yet to no dull body join'd, 
Sees all ideas in th' Eternal Mind; 
The native beams are ſullied and obſcur'd, | 
And, quench'd at once, in groſſer clav immur'd, 
Till, rouz'd at length by thought and ſtudious care, 
Like latent ſparks with ſudden light they glare. 
Gladly the conſcious mind the hint purſues, 
And riſing images with wonder views; 
Now finds the long before exiſtence had, 
And that thoſe truths were rather found than made. 
Thus ſcience grafted does on ignorance grow; 
Men loſe to find, and turn unwiſe to know. | 
Folly their fancy'd knowledge does create ; .-Y 
The greateſt hardſhip this of human fate, ; 
With pain they learn, what they with eaſe forget. 
The God thus ended his myſterious lay, 
When, ruddy to the waves, funk the oma day. 


RC 1. 0 8 E 5 © 
PALAMON, HIPPIAS, 
| PALEMON. 
THE hollow winds blow e ; as they fly, 
They ſeem to plain, and every puff s a ſigh. 


Tears follow ſighs, and now the rainy floods 
In mournfu! ſtreams deicend from melting clouds. 


5 rae HIPPIAS. 
Too well I know, tears are provok'd by ſighs; 8 
Grief ſwells the heaving breaſt ; then upwards flies, 
And, burſting, vents itlclf through weeping eyes. | 
| . When 
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| When Mira frowns, I ſudden ſhowers divine, 
The clouds are 3 but all the drops are mine. 


PALAMON. 
Sec'ſt thou yon beauteous arch, that now adorns 
And gilds the watery clouds, whoſe bending horns 
Suck up th' admiring ſea ? how bright a ſhow 1 
Whar lively colours paint the ſhining bow! 
But, ah! how ſoon its waning glories fail, 
While envious miſts and duſky ſhades prevail ! 
Such beauty is, ſo flux, ſo quickly gone; 
Mira will ſoon be ſcorn'd, and hardly known 
When with wan lips her eyes look faint and dead, 
And all the C ace of her checks are fled, 


_ HIPPIAS, 

No kind amuſement can my thoughts remove: 
Viy foul is fix'd, and all the theme ts Love. 

Her riting checks, fet round with flowing hair, 
Like the bright moon in dewy nights appear, 
When circling haloes guard from her the fight 
Ot meaner ſtars, and ſhine with borrow'd light. 
Her lips, that dear, ſoft, pouting, juicy pair, 
hole breathings ſweet as Eaſtern breezes are) 

| larite to Love, and yet deny the blils, 

| Killes invite, but they refuſe to kiſs. 


P AL. AMON. 


Is parent rudely kills, ſpoils every grace, 
And ſullies youthful bloom with a too kind embrace. 
When once the nymph yields up her envy'd charms, 
All to be rifled in the Triton's arms, 


| Vngrateful Love, born of a beauteous face, } 


Sl; 


> 
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he grows unwieldy, and her checks look pale; 
So flowers by handling fade, fo all their colours fail, 


5 | HIPPIAS. 
Since beauty fades, why ſhould the Nymph be coy ? 


| Snatch then with eager haſte the fleeting joy. 


In ſpite of wrinkled age and eating Time, 
Still ſhall I know that beauty once was mine. 
When action 's paſt, I'll on refleQion live, 
And the remembrance ſhall the bliſs revive ; 
Such luſcious food will ever leave a taſte. 
Fate cannot reach the picaſure that is paſt. 


t U t’ 0 , N K. 
n 0:T.Y-$ 
u n R . 


.OTYS, begin— 
Since he is gone, I '!] fetch him ro my arms 

By ſacred ſpells, and force of magic charms, 

| Search in the ſlime, you l find the Cramp-fiſh there, 
That, chilling, ſtops whatever ſwims too near: 

' You Il find the fiſh, that fiays the labouring ſhip, 
Though ruffling winds drive o'er the noiſy deep : 
So Phorbas, While from me he perjur'd flies, 

Is {truck benumb'd, and fix'd with ſtrange ſurprize. 

| Took down auſpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 


Take here and drain the Sepia's » inky juice, 
Sprinkle the ſca, and ſay, „I thus infuſe 


* The Cuttle-fiſh. One ſingular property of this PE ecies 
has been mentioned in p. 220. Anather, not lets remark- 


able, may be ſcea 1 in 254 N. | 
| Sig 


„ nn h av 
dad glooomy thoughts into the perjur'd ſwain, 
Till he relenting ſigh, and turn to Love again. 


Look down, auſpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Love will force, and potent charms can do. 


Wreath three times thrice three —.— and ſeren ti ti mes 


round 
The chap'cts wave (ſtrange v irtues have bren found 


la numbers lic; and energy divine, 

lu four'd ſpells, and the my ſterious trine. ) 
Look down auſpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Love will foice, and potent charms can 45. 


Take here the ravenous dog, and wound him through. 
Then cry loud, „ Phorbas, I ſtrike for you!“ | 
So may his ſoul be pterc'd with freiting pain, 
Tul he relenting ſigh, and turn to Lone again. 
Look down, auſpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Love will force, and potcat charms can do. 


] Go ferch dre weeds; they lie on yonder ile; 

| Then raiſe in corner'd ſquates the artful pile, 

And force the Kindled heap with flawiag oil: 

So mav lis tortur'd foul in anguiſh mourn, 

And as the pile, ſo may the Triton burn. 
Look down, auſpicious Moon; too well you know 
What Lov: will force, aud potent charms can do. 


| T hear the hollowing elves. and midnight ſhrick 
| O! wandering ghoſts, who now unbodicd ſeck | 
Their loſt abodes, and refilct- ever roam; 
Afftigli, Ve clves, and I); Inv nv Pio! bas home. 
IL.ook down, auſpicious oon; too well you Know 
What Love ai torce, and potent chams can do. _ 
8 Te R =” While 
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While now the flames conſume the ſacred heap, 
Sing, Otys ; try to lull my ſoul aſleep ; 
' Delightful ſounds, when form'd by ſtudious art 
Will kind relief a while, and lumbering eaſe impart; 
They quell fad thoughts, and raile from black deſpair 
The troubled mind, and ſtill the voice of care. 


or * „ 

Fave once aſſay'd to ſwim; in wanton play 
He labouring ſtrove to cut the liquid way: 
He preſt the waters with extended arms, 

And, as he mor'd, diſplay'd a thouſand charms. _ 
When, tir'd with {port, he would at length have flown, 
His wings were clogy'd with wet, and uſeleſs grown, 
Fiutterin, g he ſtrove, but moiſture preſt him down. 
The God of I. ove is now to ſeas contin'd, 

No Triton mult be proud, or Nemph unk; ind. 


| M ER OE, 

Ceaſe, tees; ſee, the flame alrcady dics, | 
Choak'd with dark ſmoaky fames, that circling riſe, 
Moiſture imbib'd prelerves the recking heap : 

Sad ſign! 

Nor will he burn, nor ſhall T ceaſe to weep. 

In vain we ſtrive : no artful ſpell can move, 

No charm will force unwilling ſouls to love. 


LE CLOSURE Xx 
E U. 
'B v NE, a beauteous Nymph, and Triton Swain, 
Agreed a while to leave the boundleſs main; 
And near the ſhore unſcen they choſe to kiſs, 
Where no Sca-rival might diſturb the bliſs. 
| ; : Oer 
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O'erwhelm'd with joy, his lips ſhe gently preſt, 
Then murmuring fell, and flept upon his breaſt; 
While pleaſing dreams paſt ſcenes of Love repeat, 
And cooling breezes fan the ſummer's heat. 

Thus as ſhe lay entranc'd, the wanton air 
Plav'd on her mouth, and ſported with her hair: 
The boy, lefs kind, thus as ſhe ſleeping lay, 

Roſe unpeiceiv'd, and {ſtole unheard away. 

(bor men once fatiate, when the rage is Oer, 

Will curte that beauty, which they now adore.) 
The ebbing tide had left the ſandy plain, 

When Eune wak'd, and look'd, but look'd in vain. 
Sal thoughts and black dcipatr pierc'd through her ton 
Winh tears the ſaw the diſtent biliows roll. 

She found herſelf forſaken and alone; 

The Triton abſent, and the water gone. 

Grevous ſhe moan'd het fac, and weeping igld!: 
Is thus my love, my-<caly love berray'd 
Such {corn We may expect, nay we deſerre, 
When wanton fouls from ficady virtue ſwerve. 
But, ah! inconſtant Movin, and ingrate, 

When [Love was ceas'd, you migiut have tow? your kate, 
You might have kill'd me with hots taililets hands, 
Ruther than leave me thus en parchiog lands; 

Well may you follow the inconftant tea, 

The waves are falſe, and you are falte as thev, 

Be both betray'd, with gnawing hunger pin'd, 

] mult unpity'd die, and die for being kind. 

| Farewell, ve ſiſter-nymphs, believe no more, 

Nor truſt the youth, nor truſt the hated ſhore. 


R 2 ...- Fareweiis 
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Farewell, ye diſtant waves; you I forgive, 
Well might vou fickle prove, and Eune leave, 
When he, who lov'd ſo much, yet could deceive. 
Farewell, ye ſportive fiſh, and beauteous ſhells, 
And ſhining pearls, that grow in rocky cells. 
Whoſe poliſh'd orbs, on rwigs of coral ſtrung, 
Around my neck the perjur'd Melvin hung. 
Farewell, ve ſongs, that once were thought to pleaſe, 
My voice ſhall calm no more the liſtening ſeas. 
Unhappy fate of the ſoft yielding Maid ! 
Whoever loves, is fure to be betray'd.”? 
Thus the deſpairing Nvmph complain'd alone, 
*Fill, faint with grief, and tir'd with piteous moan, 
When kinder flcep again with calm furprize 
Sooth'd all her pain, and clos'd her willing eves; 
And now returning waves by flow degices 
Move on the beach, and ſtretch the widen'd (cas, 
Melvin approaches with the riſing tide, 
And in his arms enfolds his fleeping bride. 
Eune, awake, with wonder view'd around; 
The ſea was near, and the loſt Lover found. 
« Ah! do I now, or did 1 dream before, 
Cries the fond Nymph, when, on the barren ſhore, 
Left by the fea and vou, ſo long I mourn'd ; 
How were you gone, or whence are you return'd ?” 
« Vain dreams, reply'd the wily youth, deceive 
Your wandering thoughts, and falſe impreſſions leave,” 
He faid, and kiſs'd the Nvmph; fhe kiſs'd again, 
And, bleſt with Melvin' s ſmiles, forgot her pain. 
| E C LOGUE 


MUREX, 
SEE'sT thou yon fleet that ſlowly moves in tate? 


The 1 * ſcarce a depth to bear the preſſing weight. 


68 LAU Cs. | 
Theke every ſhore has ſeen; all climates know, BH 


As far as land extend, or waters flow. _ = 

Lacon * the chief, who guides the floating hoſt, ; 

As late I heard, when near the Britiſh coaſt _ 

Unſeen I ſtood, while thus a fiſhing ſwain % 

Half- frozen ſaid, and to his mate began: „ . 
I FISHERMAN, 

« Pity, ye Gods, and thaw the rigid froſt ; 

My hands are Riff, and all my feeling loſt. 

The Moon with ſharpen'd horns looks coldly bright, 

And thus augments the chillneſs of the night. 

Bright icv {pangles gild rhe ſhining oar, 

And ſnowy flakes have whiten'd all the ſhore. 

How curſt the fate! how hard the fiſher's lot, 

To toil for ever thus, and toil for nought ! 

Miſt all the gloom and horrors of the niglit, | 

Wucn rambling elves and ſhiicking ghotts affright, 

On reſtleſs waters we are labouring toſt, 

To catch the falling ice and h-ary froſt ; 

While the ſoft dames of the luxurious town 

On vielding beds are laid, and ev ery clown, | 

Mähen night draws near, unyokes the willing beaſt, } 


Then eats his fill; and, thus by Heaven bleſt, 
On ſmelling heaps of ſtraw he takes unenvy'd reſt; 


* Sir John Leaks, the celebrated Admiral. N. | 
" $ | Or 


246 MISCELLANY POE Ms. 

Or elſe deceives a while the winter-nights | 
With pleaſing tales, and ſtories feign'd of ſprites. 
With waking care, when we at length have caught 

The mighty prize, we fo impatient ſought; 

The ſqueamiſh town rejects it all with ſcorn, 

We And empty we with fruitlels pain return. 
O might I live content a ſhepherd ſwain, 
And fit on graſſy vales, and view the circling plain! 

How bleſt were I, would me the gods allow 

To goad the ox, and hold the bending P low; 3 

Or on the riſing ridge with equal hand 
- To ſtrow the ſcatter d ſeeds, and dock the t urrow 4 land!” 
; | CGLAUCWU Ss, 

Thus he; but th'aged fire, whoſe hoary head 
Had feen more years, weich calm experience tatd ; 
2 FISHERMAN. 

„ Alas ! their fortune is of all the worlt; 

Fach man (himſelf a judge) is truly ok 

Through ignorance we commend a lite unknown, 

And praile another's ſtate, and grieve our own; 

While he as much complains, is pin'd with care, 

And gladly would exchange his envy'd ſhare, 

The Gods on us a daily fealt beſtow, 

For which no price we pay, no thanks we owe. 
The Cod (delicious food !) Mullets and Solcs, 

Ard ſhining Mackerel, ſwim for us in ſhoals. 
Such fare the wealthy citizen will prize, 

Ev'n when they ſtink (long kept), and we deſpiſe ; 

While on four herbs the ſhepherds poorly feed, 

Or ſapleſs cheeſe and cruſts of mouldy bread ; . 
| „ | | | - OF 
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Or if by chance a ſtraggling lamb be drown'd, 
With ſighs he eats what he with ſorrow found: 
He grieves his loſs, and ever is in pain 
By ſnowy winters, or by ſummer's rain. 
All do not love in clotting fields to ſweat, ' 
Where clayey fallows clog the labouring feet, 
But who 's not pleas'd to walk on eaſy ſand, 
While waving heaps are by the Zephyrs fann'd, - 
And wanton gales, that whiſtle in the weeds, __ 
From Rowing graſs difperſe the riper feeds ? 
Who will not gather the deſerted ſhells, 
Or climb ſteep rocks, and fearch the hollow cells 
For hidden eggs, while all the birds in vain 


Fly ſorrowing round, and with loud threats complain? 


No earthy fumes, or noiſy inſect, here 
Diſturb or taint the unmoleſted air. 
Venus Protects the ſea, trom whence ſhe came, 
And love in water can preſerve his flame; 

The Nymph to leafy woods and ſhady groves 
The tea prefers ; the ſea the Triton es: 

Lacon whe 4 {ca e to flowery, mrads 

An o'cr uatathom'd depthis the navy ES 
White he, defends our ifle from hole flects, 
The ther undiſturb'd at leiture fits; 

lis nets {ccare tear nouglu but waves and wind, 
Or boitterous tith, who will not be conan d 
Lacon will not delpife the hither s cott, 

But pleating looks, and often hails our boat. 

It e'cr he comes again, he has from me 

The choicell polls of all the killed ſea, 


R 4 
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| Buckhorn, and ſalted Cod, Sprats ſmoak'd and "Fs 
And Oyſters that unſhell'd in pickle lic.” 
GLAUCU $ 
He faid; and from him ſhook the falling ice, 
| When to him thus th' enliven'd youth replies: 
5 I FISHERMAN, 10 
\ * Lee | — The name has thaw'd my ſtagnate blood: 
It ſprings through every vein; 1 feel the circling flood, 
No midnight chills can harm, nor falling fleet ; 
| Toy fills the foul, and fpreads diftuſive heat, 
Though the bright moon, and every ſhining ſtar, 
Encreaſe the cold, and wet the piercing air. 
Who Lacon loves, him may the Nymplis attend, 
And from the ſhelves, and rocks unſeen defend ! 
Who Lacon hate“ (if there be ſuch), may they, 
Daſh'd in rough ſtorms, fink down to fiſh a gratetul prey! 
Would he permit, I'd leave my fiſhing oars, 
And venture on the main to diſtant ſhores. 
I am no ſiranger to the ſeas, and know 
What! tis to dance on waves, when winds too rudely blow.” 
| 2 FISHERMAN, | 
Fond youth (returns the fire) wilt thou compare 
Thele rotten boats to mighty ſhips of war ? 
Whoſe ſteady bulks can ſtem the ocean-floods, 
And with their maſts o'er-look the flitting clouds ? 
Wert thou to climb that height, a ſtrange ſurprize 
Would lole thy hold, and turn thy ſwiming eyes. 
Ambition ſuits not him, whoſe birth is mean; | 
Ine Gods deſpiſe the proud, and love the humble ſwain.“ 


Sir John Leake was at that time high in favour both 
at court and with the nation at large. N. | | 
| : 1 G L A U- 
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ee Ss 
Ile ſaid; and ended thus th alternate ſong: 
I drove the fiſh; and the unthinking throng 
Preſs to their boat, and fill the ſwelling net; 
They joyous ſeize the prey, and all their pain forget. 


CEL OG VE An 
n K N 4. CHROMIS. 
| MUR * N A. 

wHo known what Heaven's decree for man defign 'd, 
Or what 's the certain doom of human kind: 
| Who knows his former, or his future ſtate, 
And ſecrets teeming in the womb of Fate ? 
Th' Angelic orders ſure look down, and ſmile, 
While we ſtill judge amiſs, and ſtill for nothing toi]. 
He finds his own defects, who thinks the moſt ; 
| That Reaſon makes us wretched, which we boaſt, 0 
And men are always prudent to their coſt. 
| The carth-born mortal, when he round him ſees 
The flowery paſtures and the budding trees, 
Is fondly proud, admires his fancied home, 
And thinks that all were made for him alone; 
| That Heaven to him, as Lord, this world entruſts, 5 
And gives a ſovereign ſway ; that all things mult ; 
| Obey his will, and gratify his luſt, 
| While he forgets the ocean's waterv maſs, 
| Whoſe boundleſs depths the ſcanty earth ſurpaſs ; 
| Where thouſand different kinds of living torms 
| Lic lud in the abyſs, and brave the diſtant ſtorms. 
| CHRO- 
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CHROMIS. 

And thouſands more as beautiful as theſe 

(Unknown to us) may ſport in diſtant ſeas, 

Who then would vainly ftrive with curious pride 

To find what Heaven has to our ſearch denied, 

When, ignorant of our home, we cannot gueſs 

At half the ſtore and riches we poſſeſs? 

Better would humbly we ourſelves contain 

Within our reach, and not indulge our pain. 

When once the ſoul ſhall quit this earthly caſe, 

And fly unbodied in the endleſs ſpace, 

The effences of things ſhall all appear, 

And naked forms (as in themſelves they were), 

Nature will then unlock her ſecret ſtore: 

The veil of ſenſe ſhall hide her face no more. 

Mean while enough we are allow'd i enjoy, 

T' improve our reaſon, and cur thoughts employ. 

Looſe not too much the reins to wild defire: ſaſpite. 

Shrimps may not grow to Crabs, nor Orks to Whales 

We ice enough to pleaſe our labouring minds, | 

How Nature ſports herſelf in antic kinds. 

A thouſand ditterent forms we hourly view, 

And through moilt paths the fly ing ſhoals purſue. 
Wo can with all lus painful ſearch declare 

What curious art indents the branched Star? 

Or how in harden'd ſhell by ſhining ſtreams 

1]; imitates tlie fun's diffuſtive beams? | 

The Shark with pointed teeth is arm'd for prey; 

He breaks through all, and clears the liquid way *; 
See Goldſmith's account of the Shark, and its attendant 


q * 


the Remora or Suckingetih, 1 in his fi ixth volume, p. 242. N. 
| Wile 
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While the fond Sucking-fiſh (a harmleſs od) in 
With faſtened lips ſupply the daily need, j 
And with a mouth unarm'd they clinging feed, 
No loveſick Nymph's or wanton Triton's kiſs 
Is half ſo laſting, or ſo cloſe as his. 

The Urchins “ are by nature fenc'd around; 
None dares approach ; for with a touch they wound. 
Wrapt up within themſelves they guarded lie, 
And to their own embrace for ſafety fly. 
In vain the fiſhers for the Glanis wait ; 
He leaves the hook, and takes the eaſy bait. 
So Ino, when by love I would have won, 
Scizes my heart, but ſtill ſecures her own. 

Fiſh vainly curious will each year retire 
To freſher ſtreams, and novel floods admire; 
Fools, to exchange their waves, and native 1 
For noi iy brooks that o'er the pebbles creep! 
They wifely are content, who don't eſteem 
A taſteleſs river, or a ſhallow ſtream. | 
When fiſhers ting, the Puffins + to their boats 
Unweening preſs to hear the ruder notes; 
| Though proudly they eſcape th' inviting bait, 
In ſofter words they find a ſurer fate. | 
| Who then will dare approach the Syren's tongue, 
Or who untouch'd can hear Leucoſia's ſong ? 
| Though Chromis 'ſcape the fury of her eves, 
Her voice o'ertakes him, and in vain he flies. 
The Sargus, emblem of unbounded luſt, 
| i: always falfe, and to his bride unjuſt; 
: And, not content o'er all the ſea to range, 
| And thus pollute himſelf with daily change, Pur 


® See Goldſmith, vol. VII. p. 61, N. + Ib. VI. p. 96. N. 
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Purſues forbidden love, and fondly doats | 

On earth-born kinds, and courts the feeding goats. 

But the kind Mullets are a conſtant pair; 

They (each) ſtill fix to one, and ſeek no other fair. 

The bearded Prawn 's a lively inſtance made 
Of mutual kindneſs, and of friendly aid. 
He the gay Pearl attends with ſtudious care, 

And in the common prey commands a hare. 

The Pearl is dull, though gaudy in his thell, 
(For wit but ſeldom will with beauty dwell) ; 
But the fly Prawn can ſecret ſigns conver, 

And with a touch forewarns to ſeize the prey, 

While the deceitful rays, and ſpangled ſight, 

To certain death th' admiring throng invite. 
(Pleaſures indulg'd repented are too late, 

And they like us to beauty owe their fate | 

MUR NA. 

5 I ſee a Nymph, who in the liquid maze | | 


No ſpot.ing dives, and with a Dolplua plays, 
On whom I could unwearied ever gaze: 
When ſhe appears, I need no other theme 

To make my daily care, or nightly dream. 
That fair-one has enough t' engroſs the whole, 
To take up every thought, and fill the foul. 
Ah! might theſe arms entwine that world of love, 
In vain refcarches I'd no longer rove; 

Thus pleas'd, I'd be content to know no more, 
Or to forget een what I knew before. 
Happily ignorant, I would deſpite 
The curious learning of the vin wiſe. 


4 EC LOG 
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A L 10-26 (1 N e þ 
CETE. mph {029 il beauty), ſtrove - 
To 5 ai charms; and © very grace improve; 
Now wanton div d, non with an haughty air 
In circling ringlets twiſt her flowing —_ | 
Chalcis and Alcon at a diſtance ſtood; 
Their wiſtful eyes with ſudden tranſport glow'd.. 
Too ſoon they fear'd to lofe the pleaſing fight, 
And would the Nymph to longer ftay invite. 
Alternate ſongs the Rival-youths compare, 
And, changing, thus engage the liftening Fair. 5 


ALCON. 
The Lamprey will admit the Serpent's * love, 


And Nature does th' unequal match approve ; 
But firſt ſhe makes the ſpouſe himſelf diſarm, 

| And leave behind the poiſon, that would harm: 
| But we court love with its attending ills; 

A deadly draught the bitter potion fills. 

Happy the Nymph, happy the Tritons were, 
It thole were Innocent, and theſe ſincere, 


CHALCHTS::-. 
The Dolphins are to meaner fiſh preferr'd, | 


And made the chief of all the finny herd. | 
They love promote, and the hid Nymph betray d, 
When Neptune ſought in vain the fearful maid : 
Though coy ſhe fled, the Dolphins were as fleet, 
And told the God, and ſhew'd the cloſe retreat. 

So tell, ye fiſh, where Cete hides below, 

| And may the God vet greater gifts beſtow. 


Of the Elops, or Sea-ſerpent, ſce Goldſmith, yol. VI. 


J. 304. N. 
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How can tlie Nymph be either true or kiad,. 

Bred up with waves, and us'd to nolly wind 2 

Things here are cruel all; with mutual rage 


Devour each other, and for food engage. 


On their own ſpawn the graceleſs Tunnies feed, 
And joyous feaſt on the enliven'd feed, _ 
So wayward beauty its own offspring hates, 

And kills the . which itſelf creates. 

e MAI 


5 All are not cruel, but ſome harmleſs feed, 


And eat the ſlime, or bite the ſwimming w ced : 
Nay, there are thoſe live by a conſtant kiſs, 
And to each other owe their life and bliſs. 
When fiſhers for the female Sepia “ wait, 

If ſhe be caught, they need no ſecond bait; 
The conſtant Male will ſtill the Fair attend, 
And mocks the net, and glories in his end. 


| | AT Ton. 
: When the mild ſoring, or ſmiling calms, i invite, 


The wanton fiſh, in love and gay delight, _ 

Are {porting ſcen, but ſoon are hid below, 
When ſtorms begin, and winds in anger blow. 
But, Triton, there are ſome, who, truly brave, 
Ev'n court the ſtorms, and mock the rifing wave. 
So love is heighten'd by oppoting frowns; 
Score cannot heal, but may repeat the wounds. 


CHALCIS. 
1 hate the ſhore; for there the troubled deep 


Rowls all its filth, and forms a noiſome heap. 
The dying dolphins to the ſhore repair, _ 
Nor would in death pollute the pure rate | Ev'n 


® See above, p. 210, 2490. N. 
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Ev'n when a cooling breeze from airy fields 

In ſummers heat a kind refreſhment yields, 

] choofe to ſtay, where depthleſs waters flow, 

And ſport with fiſh above, or dive below. 

ALCON. 

Ah! wit ſeas, alway a averſe to ſleep; ; 

Here ravenous fiſh their conſtant watches keep 2 

With reſtleſs pain they cut the trackleſs way, 

And ſeize the ſpoil, and feaſt upon the prev. 

But though we wake, no hopes the toil repay, 

In vain by night we ſigh, or ſing by day; ; 

| Nor mav in tuneful ſong our paſſion tell, 

The Nym phe def -iſe the voice, and dread the louder ſhell, 
| HA Les. 

Art muſt be us'd, when force will not . 

Snares wilv laid. and cunning, {cldom fail. 

I've ſeen the Crab, and how with fly deceit 

He patient will the opening Oviter wait: 

Then with a ſtone prevents the cloſing ſhell, 

And tears the raviſh'd prey from its unguarded cell, 

| Th' unhappy fſh has all his ſweets expos'd, 

| O'crcome by craft, and can no more be clos'd. 


Ccte well pleas'd thus far the Tritons heard, 
Then ſunk beneath, and as the difappear'd 
on Chalcis ſmil'd, for Chalcis was preferr'd ; 
| So well he lov'd, that the tranſported boy 
Could fcarce ſuſtain the vaſt impetuous joy. 
While luckleſs Alcon knit his angry brow; 


looks fad rage, and deep reſentment ſhow, 
| And quick he dives to weep unſeen below. 


SORTES 
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SORTES VIRGILIAN A. 
KING CHARLES THE FIRST's#, 


UT, vex'd with Rebels, and a ſtubborn race, 
His country baniſh'd, and his Son's embrace, 


Some Foreign Prince for fruitleſs ſuccours try, 


And ſee his Friends ingloriouſly die. 


Nor, when he ſhall to faithleſs terms ſubmit, 
His Throne enjoy, nor comfortable light; 


But immature a thameful death receive, 
And on the ground th' unburied body leave t. 


* Charles I. being at Oxford during the Civil wars, went | 
out one day to fee the Public Library ; where he was ſhewn 


among other books, a Virgil neatly printed, and exquiſitely 


bound. The Lord Falkland, to divert the King, would have 
his Majeſty make a trial of his fortune by the Sortes Virgilia- 
ne; which every body knows was an uſval kind of augury 


ſome ages paſt,” On the King's opening the book, the period 


which happened to come up was that part of Dido's 1mpreca- 
tions againſt Zneas, „At bello audacis, &c. Fn, iv. 615 
It is ſaid, King Charles ſeemed concerned at this accident; 
and that the Lord Falkland, obſerving it, would likewiſe try 
his own fortune in the ſame manner; hoping he might fall 
upon ſome paſſage that could have no relation to his caſe, 
and thereby divert the King's thoughts from any impreſſion 
the other might have upon him. But the place that Lord 


Falkland ſtumbled upon was yet more ſuited to his deſtiny, 


than the other had been to the King's; being the ſtrong ex- 
preſſion of Evander, upon the untimely death of his fon, 
« Non hc, O KOs. &c.” An. xi. 152, See W elwood' 


Memoirs. N. 


+ See Dryden's verſion of this pallage, Engliſh Poets, vol. 
XVIII. p. 66. | THE 
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THE LORD FALKLAND's®, 
O Pallas, this was not thy promis'd vow, 
bs curb thv fire, .and ſbun the cruel foe. 
| Father fear'd thy forward youthful flame, 
1 e ſweet defire of praiſe and warlike fame. 


O hapleſs fruits of youth! Ah, fatal coſt | 
Of new ghbour wars! Ah, vows to Heaven loſt! 


ON A DIMINUTIV E. GENTLEMAN'S 
COURTING A FINE YOUNG L ADT. 
G ANTS, that durſt invade the . 
By wrathtul Powers were doom'd to die; : 

Shall better fate this Pigmy ſhare, 
Who dares attempt a heavenly Fair? 

R They took a lefs ſurprizing flight, 

For towering boldneſs ſuits with height ; 
ot when a Dwart would ſtrangely Fils 
Wat wretched figure mocks our eyes! 

Correct his raſhneſs, Nvwph Divine! 
You want not lightning thus to ſhine ; 

Sully this abſurd aſſailant dead, 

And make the grave his bridal bed. 

The lofty tree to Heaven aſpires ; 

and who can blame his bold deſires? 
is for that end he ſeems ſo grown, 
And theretore 's wonder'd at by none. 

But if ſome humble ſhrub would foar, 
Meant for the ground, and nothing more; 

All liis pretending Folly chide, 
And laugh at its prepoſterous Pri ide. 


* Sec Dry eu' $ TA. ation, E agli ſh po des vol. XIX. 1 8. 
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HYMN TO HYMEN. 
SET TO MUSIC BY MR. DAVIS. 
FROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE MISCELLANY, 


EAR, Hymen, hear our prayer, 
| And bleſs this happy Pair; © 
Great God, to thy propitious power, 
Our every bliſs we owe; 
Wich joy we waſte each lonely hour, 
And live like thee below. 
Vouchſafe a while to want thy native kies, 
Thy grateful influence to ſhed 
On Henrietta's nuptial bed, 
And light thy torch at Henrietta's eyes! 
I fee the blooming Bride advance, 
To bleſs her Lord's embrace; 
Ten thouſand Beauties round her dance, 
And revel in her face. 
Bright omens about her all happily crowd, 
See Cupid deſcends in a cloud! 
Wich his bow and his quiver, and lneezes aloud. 
In tuneful order march the Spheres along, 
And Heaven itfelf ſtands reveal'd in a Song. 
Tien, Hymen, bleſs this beauteous Pair, 
And make them happy as they 're fair; 
Jet no dull care about them rove, - 
But a'l be Eeſtacy and Love: 
Domeſtic ſtrife be far away, 


Let both command, and 10. ly ubey ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED WIr *, 
BY HER HUSBAND, [MR. BIRCH=+.] 
WRITTEN ON HER COFFIN. 
N 1 LE pining anguiſh, wild deſpair, 
Increaſe my pangs, prolong my care: 
Nepriv '4 of all my ſoul held ms. 


Inchanting joy, and love fincere z : 


* Theſe verſes were inſerted in Mrs. Rowe's miſecllaneous 
works, and are ſpoken of by that ingenious lady, as might be 
-xpedted, in terms of approbation. They appeared likewue 


n the Gentleman's Magazine; and Mr. Birch himſelf print- 
da number of them in a ſeparate paper, to be given away 
among his friends. See the Biographia Brit. art. Bic. N. 

14 This valuable hiſtorical and biographical writer was 
den in the pariih of St. John, Clerkenwell, on the 23d of 


Novembery 1705. His parents were both of them Quakers ; 


„d his tather, Joſeph Birch, was a coffee mill-maker by 
dc. Mr, Joſeph Birch endeavoured to bring up his ſon 
'o his own buſineſs; but ſo ardent was the vouth's paittion 
for re ading, that he ſolicited his father to be indulged in this 

nation, promiſing, in that cate, to provide for himtfelt. 
ne firft ſchool he went to was at Hemel-Heraſted in Hert- 
tordthire. It was kept by John Owen, a rigid Quaker, for 
whom Mr. Birch afterwards officiated ſome little while as an 
oer. The next ſchool was kept by oneWelby, near Turnmill- 
rcet, Clerkenwell, who never had above eight or ten icholars 
ﬆ& a me, Whom he profeſſed to inftru&inthe Latin tongue in a 
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260 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Whule round the gloomy ſcene 's diſplay'd, 
And Death ſtill deepens every ſhave : 

Sad, ſilent, dark, the pomp. of woe! 

Shall Sorrow's eye forbear to flow? 
Flow ſtill, ye tears! ve ſighs, complain! 
— Bur ſighs and tears alike are vain! 
See there all pale and dead ſhe lies! 

For ever flow, my ſtreaming eves ! 

Fly, Himen, with extinguiſh'd res!“ 
Fly, nuptia! blits, ard chafte defires! 

| | | _ Cleora's 


yearandahalf. Tohim Mr. Birch was, libewiſe, an uſher ; 3 
he alfo afterwards was to Mr. Beffe, the famous Quaker, in 
George's Court in St. John's Lane, who publiſhed the poftap— 
mous works of Claridge. It is farther ſaid that he wert to 
Ireland with Dean Smedley ; but in what year, and how 
long he reſided with the Dean, cannot now be aſcertained. 
Smedley publiſhed ia 1728 A Specimen of an univerſal 
View of all the Eminent Wruers on the Holy Scriptures 5 
being a Collection of the diſſertations, cxplications, aud opi- 
1:ons of learned men, in all ages, concerning the ditficu!r pate 
fages and obſcare tests of the B.ble; and of whatſoever e is to 
de met with, in profane authors, which may contribute to- 
wards the better underſtanding of them.” This extenſive 
_ undertaking was intended to have been compriſed in two large 
= folio volumes: had the plan procceded, it is no very far- 
fetched conjecture to feppote that Mr. Birch was to have 
been an aſſiſtant. He was indefatigable in his application, 

and ſtole many hours from {!c-p th increaſe his ſtock of Know- 
ledge. By this unremitting diligence, though he had not 
the happineſs of an univerſity education, he foon became qua- 


g lified 


ON MRS. BIRCH'S DEATH. 262 

Cleora 's fled, the lovelicit mind; 

Faith, ſweetneſs, wit, together join'd. 

— Dwelt taith, and wit, and {ſweetneſs here? 

O view the change, and drop a tear! 

Once in theſe eyes each grace was ſeen, 
And love and mildneſs ſhone ſerene: 
Once ſoft perſuaſion tun'd her tongue, 

As truth fincere, and ſweet as ſong; 

Once this cold hand could touch the ly re, 

And every tender thought inf ſpue: 5 
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lied to take holy orders in the church of England, to the 
turprize of his acquaintance. It is not precitely known when 
this event took place; but it muſt have been as carly as 1728. 
In the ſame year he married the daugiter of the Rev. Mr. 
Cox, to whom he was curate; and in this union he was fin- 
_ gularly happy: but his ſelicity was of ſhort duration, Mrs, 
Birch dying in leſs than twelve months aſter their marriage. 
The 0 ſorder which carried her off was a puerpe ral tever, atid 
almo!t in the very article of her death the wrote to her hul- 
band the following letter: July 31, 1729. 
© This day I return vou, my de areſt 1 te, my fiocete, 
hearty thanks, for every favour beſtowed on your moſt taith- 
fal and obedient wife, Hax Nau Bircn,” 
In 1732 he was recommended to the friendſhip and favour 
of the late Lord High Chancellor Hard wicke, then Attorney | 
General ; to which noble Peer, and to the prefent Earl of . 
ardwicke, he was indebted for all his proferments. The 
burt proof he experienced of his patr-rs- regard, was the liv- 
ing of Ulting, in the county of Effe:, in the gift of the 
cron, to W hich he was pretentes 1732. If. 1734, he was: 
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Now finking to its parent clay, 

A chang'd, the body ſeems to ſay, 

« Thus life, a ſhadow, fleets away!“ 
O whiſper ſhall, thou voice divine 

Thane be the lore, attention minc. 

And while this awful object lies. 

Expos'd before my weeping eyes, 

Teach me, ſome genius, from on high, 

Like her to live, like her to die; 

To emulate the paths ſhe trod, 

Humane and generous, great and good 


Like 


appointed one of the domeſtic chaphvins w the enſortunate 
Ear! of Kilmarnock, who was beheaded 1745. XIr. Birch 
was choſen a member of the Royal Society, Feb. 20, 15 24-5; 
and of tize Society of Antiquaries, Dec. 11, 1735, of which N 
he afterwards became Director till the year 1746. Before this 
the Mariſchal College of Aberdeen had conferred on him, 
by diploma, the degree of Maſter of Arts. In 1743, by the 
intereſt of Lord Hardwicke, he was preſented by the crown 
to the ſinecure rectory of Landewy Welfrey in the county of 
Pembroke; and in 1744-4 was preferred, in the ſame: man- 
re, to the rectory of Siddington St. Peter's, in the county 
and dioceſe of Glouceſter. We find no traces of his having 
taken poſſe ion of this living ; and, indeed, it is probable that 
he quitted it immediately, for one more ſuitable to his 1nclis 
nations, and to his literary engagements, which required his 
almoſt conſtant reſidence in town ; for on the 24th of Febru- 
ary, 1743-4, he was inſtituted to the united rectories of St. 
Michael, Wood-ftreet, and St. Mary Staining; and in 
1745-0 to the united reories of St. Margaret Pattens, and 
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Like her the rage of Death to charm, 
And every filing of pain diſarm; 
Riſe, as ſhe role, a ſpotleſs ſoul, 
Who aim'd at joys beyond the pole; 
And raptur'd on the verge of day, 
Sund to behold the ſhining way. 
Put, hark! the ſadly folemn bell 
Sullenly ſounds my laſt farewell. 


| ar, 1752, he was elected one of the Secretaries of the Royal 
| Suc.ety, in the room of Dr. Cromwell Mortimer, deccaſed. 
In January, 1753, the Mariſchal College of Aberdeen created 
| kim Doctor of Divinity; and in that year the ſame degree 
was conferred on him by archbiſhop Herring. He was one 


was probably inCebted to the preſent Earl of Hardwicke 
| as he was for his laſt preferment, the rectory of Depden in 
Eta, to which he was induRted Feb. 26, 1761. In the lat- 
ter get of his life he was chaplain to the Princeſs Amelia, 
E 1: 1-65 he refigned his office af Secretary to the Royal So- 
Lietz. His health declining about this time, he was ordered 
de ride for the recovery of it; but being a bad horſeman, and 


; his horſe on the road betwixt London and Hamptitcad, and 
died on the ſpot, in the 61ſt year of his age, to the great re- 
fret of the Doctor's numerous literary friends; and was  bu- 
ed in St Margatet Pattens, A liſt of his valuable publica- 
* ions muy be feen in the new edition of the Biographia Brie 
rann ca. N. | 


St. Gabriet, Fenchurch-ſtreet (by Lord Chancellor Hard- 
wicke, in whoſe torn the preſentation then was). In Janu- 


c the truſtees of The Britiſh Muſeum, for which honour he 


being cet, Jan. 9, 1766, he was unfortunately thrown from 
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Lo! round the corſe the plaintive throng, 
Slow moving, filent ſtalk along. 
The torch that lends its mournful light, 
The myſtic prayer, the funeral rite, 
The weeping friend, th' expecting ground, 
The ſilent horror all around, 
Have tempted Sorrow from her cave, 
Aud now ſhe hovers o'er the grave; 
| Now fnks our hearts, impearls 0 our ey es, 
And bids a general groan ariſe; 
claims that man was doom'd to mourn,. 
And fits in pomp to guard the urn. 
Ts done! —O erer dear, adicu !“ 
Each tender name is loſt in you. 
Adicu, thou once kind, lovely fair! 
Soft fpring of joy, relief from care 
O ͤreſt! may Love, with every grace, 
And every Vutue, guard the place ! 
Wiile me receives the lonely bed, 
Sad, proſtrate, flent as the dead! 
Reſtleſs I preſs the well-known place, 
And vainly ſcek the dear embrace; 
While flow and drear the minutes roll, 
And anguiſh racks my inmoſt ſoul. 
- But fee } what heavenly power ſerene 
Darts gently through the gloomy ſcene ! 
Tis the! ingliding from above; 
*Fhe ſame her form, the ſame her love: 
«« Weep'fſt thou, my deareſt? weep no more! 
| Though tranſient ſcenes of life are o'er; 


New 
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New worlds now open to my view; 
Bliſs, Knowledge, Virtue, boundleſs, true; 
Where fou's: with ſocial raptures glow, _ 
While Sin and Vengeance reign below. 
Hence nightly I, thy guardian power, 
For ever conſcious of the hour 
That join'd our hearts, deſcend to keep 
My deareſt charge, to watch thy ſleep, 
Hint ſofter dreams, to chace away 
Black Error's miſt, and bright diſplay 
The form of Virtue to thy fight; 
Dart ofer thy ſvul a ſtronger light; 
In Reaſon's voice to whitper ſtill; 
Jo purer bliſs direct thy will; 
A beamy cloud around you throw, 
Ane viewleſs guide you as you go. 
Lo! (few ſhort moments roll'd between): 
FE preſent change the dark ſome ſcene; 
Diſpel the awful ſhades of Death, 
And gently eaſe your parting breath; 
Glad hail you to rhe realms above, 
Dear, bleſt, immortal as our love 
Thus while we leave thy liteleſs clay, 
To ſome bright orb the ſoul conv by: 
Where Vinuws, Truth, and Pleature join, 
And raptur'd fay — This ſeat be thine ! 
Here knowledge, great as ſouls can know, 
dall purge the errors learn'd below; 
 Erlarge thy powers, improve ger fight, 
And lac thee tr uch! in native light. 
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26 MISCELLANY POEMS 
See, there yon happy ſhades employ 
Their hours in blifs and ſocial joy ; 
High rais'd on Virtue's eagle wing, 
The Patriots act, the Poets ſing; 

With purer fires the Lovers glow, 

Than youth or ſenſe inſpire below. 

Here join we then the kindred race, 

That ſprings to meet our ſoft embrace; 
Or in ſome ſweet ſequeſter'd grove _ 

Mix flame with flame, and love with love. 
Hence wing'd with thought excurtive fly 
From orb to orb, and range the ſky, _ 

View Wiſdom, Power, and Goodneſs, ſhine 

Through Nature's frame ; their ſource divine. 
| — O call theſe ſcenes to thy relief, 

Bright future ſcenes | and calm thy grief: 
Live happy; nouriſh till the love, 

That bleſt on earth, and joins our ſouls above: 

She ſpake, ſhe {mil'd, ſhe ſoar d away: 

While comfort e a healing ray. 


CHLOE PERFU MING HERSELF. 
BY MR. GRANVILLE, AFTERWARDS LORD LANSDOWNE®, 
ELIEVE me, Chloe, thoſe perfumes that coſt 

Such ſums to ſweeten thee, is treaſure loſt; 
Not all Arabia would ſufficient be 
Thou ſmell'ſt not of thy ſweets, they ſtink of thee ! 


This and all the following Ppocms by Lord Lanſdowne 
were accidentally omitted 1 in LITABSIOS the late edition of the 


Eypliſh Poets. N. 
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[ 67 J 
An LOYAL EXHORTATION, 1652, 


BY LORD LAN SDOWNES®, 
$3 bi ngs dethron'd, and blood of brethren f pilt, 
In vain, O Britain! you'd avert the guilt, 
If crimes, which your forefathers bluth'd to own, 
Repeared, call for heavier vengeance down. 
Tremble, ye People! who vour Kings diſtreſs; 
Tremble, ve Kings! for People von oppreſs: 
Tit Eternal ves, arm'd with his forky rods. 
The riſe and fall of Empire 's from the Gods. TO 


If the teſtimonies of contemporary writers were to be- 
relied on, this Nobleman would be intitled to the higheſt 
rank, as an accomplithed gentleman, an exalted genius, and 
ad excellent poet. Waller, Dryden, Addifon, Pope, Boling= 
| broke, and Young, have borne evidence in the moſt ample- 
manner to his abilities. He was a younger ſon of a younger 
brother, nearly related to the family of the carl of Bath 
was born in 1667; became a member of Trinity College, 
| Cambridge, at a very early period of liſe; took his degree 
| of M. X. there at the age of 13 years; and was with. dith- 
| culty prevented from taking-up arms, both at the time of 
| Monmouth's rebellion, and at the Revolution of King James. 
| Having no public employment, being totally unconnected 
| With the court, and poſſeſſed of but a contracted fortune, he 
devoted his attention during the rcign of King William to 
Eterary purſuits and amuſements, the fruits of which appear- 
| ed 17 his plays and poems, chiefly written within that period. 
| At the acceſſion of Queen Anne, he was choſen into "NY 
ment, and ſate in the houte of commons until he was created. 
peer. On the change of the miniſtry, in the year 1710, he 
Was appointed lecretary at war, and atterwards ſucceſhvely 
(omprrolier and treaſurer of the houſehold. His connect. ons 
5 with 
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TO MIR A® BY LORD ILAN obo. E 


OST in a We of doubts and joys, 

| Whom now her {miles reviv'd, her ſcorn de trovs : : 
She will, and ſhe will not ; ſhe grants, denies, 

_ Conſents, retracts, advances, and then flies; 

Approving and rejeCting in a breath, 

| Now proffering mercy, now preſenting death. 

Thus hoping, thus defpairiag, never fut, 

How: various are the torments L endure ! 

Cruel eſtate of doubt! ah, Mira! try 

Once to reſolve — Or let me live, or die. 


with the Tory minifters prevented his being employed in the 
ſacceeding reigns of George I. and II. in the former of which 
he fell under ſuſpicion of plotting againſt the Government, 
and was committed to the Tower, where he was confined 
17 months. The latter part of his life was fpent in the 
_ Cultivation of letters in an honourable retiremert, univer- 
ſally beloved and reſpected by all orders of men. He ded 
January zo, 1735, in the 68th year of his age. Mr. Walpole 
obſerves, that * he imitated Waller; but, as that poet has 
been much excelled fince, a faint copy of a ſairt maſter 
muſt ſtrike leſs.“ — 1 owe theſe obfervations (and all the 
notes in this Collection ſigned R). to the friendſhip of the 
gentleman who collected the pieces which form the S1:th 
Volume of Pr. Young's Work N. | | | 
* Frances daughter to Nabert earl of Cardigan ; married 
felt to —— Levingſton earl of Newburgh in Scotland, avs 
akterwards to Richard Bellew baron, Dveleek | in Ireland. See 
C © 
85 THE 
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THE WILD BOAR? S DEFENCE. 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 


A® Rar, who had enjay'd a happy reign 
Vor many a vear, and fed on many a man, 
Call: 4, to account, ſoftening his ſavage eyes, 
Thus. f. uppliant, pleads his cauſe before he dies. 
For what am I condemn'd? My crime 's no more 
To cat a Man, than yours to eat a Boar, 5 
We ſcek not you; but take what Chance provides, 
Nature and mere Necetlity our guides, 
You murder us in ſport, then difh us up 
For drunken feaſts, a reliſh for the cup. 
We lengthen not our meals; but you muſt feaſt, | 
Gorve til vour bellies burſt—Pray Who's the beaſt? 
Wich your humanity you keep a fuſs, 
But arc in truth worſe brutes than all of us. 
We prey not on our kind; but vou, dear brother! 
Moſt beaſtly ot all beafts, devour each other, : 
Kings warry Kings, neighbour with neighbour ſtrives, 
Fathers and tons, friends, brothers, huſbands, wives, 
By fraud or force, bv poiſon, ſword, or gun, 
Deſtio) each other, every mother's ſon.” 
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TOMRS. A FRA BEHN*®, BY THE SAME, 

To. warrior Chiefs + rhe voice of Fame divide; 
\Who belt deferv'd, not Plutarch could decide : 

Buhold two mighty Conquerors appear, | 

dome for your wit, tome tor your eyes, declare; 

* de e val. I. p. 857145. N. + Alexander and Cæſar. L. 
| | Debates 
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Debates ariſe, which captivates us moſt, 
And none can tell the charm by which he 's loft, 
The bow and quiver does Diana bear, 

Venus the dove, Pallas the ſhield and {pcar . 
Poets ſuch emblems to their Gods allign ; 
Hearts W by the Gait and pen be thine. 


CUPID DISARME o. 
TO THE PRINCESS D AUVERGY NE. 
r Nn SAME 


: Com. delighting to he near "ay 
| Charm'd to behold her, charm'd to hea her, 
As he ſtood gazing on her face, | 
Enchanted with each matchleſs grace, 
Loſt in the trance, he drops the dart, 
Which never fails to reach the heart: 
She ſcizes it, and arms her hand, 
„ »Tis thus I Love himſelf command: 
Now tremble, cruel Boy! ſhe fail, 
For all the miſchief you have made.” 
The God, recovering his furprize, 
Truſts to his wings, away he flies; 
Swift as an arrow Cuts the wind, 
And leaves his whole artillery bellind. 
Princeſs! reſtore the boy his uſeleis darts, 
With ſurer charms you cap! tirate our hearts. 
Love's captives oft thetr liberty regain, 
Death only can reicals A. from your Chain» 


nAccuus DIS AR ME b. 
TO MRS, LAURA D:LLON, [LADY FALKLAND]. | 1 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. f 


ACCHUS! to arms, the enemy's at hand: 
Laura appears; ſtand to your glaſſes, ſtand ! 
The God of Love the God of Wine defies, 
Behold him in full march in Laura's eyes! 
Bacchus! to arms; and, to reſiſt the dart, 
Each with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 
Fly, Bacchus! fly, there 's treaſon in the cup, 
For Love comes pouring in with every drop; 
feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain; = 
Fly, Bacchus! fly, reſiſtence is in rain 8 7 
Or, craving quarter, crown a friendly bowl a 


To Laura's neat, and os. up. ail thy ſoul. 


HER. NAME. BY THE SAME, 


UE S8, and I'll frankly own her name, 
Whoſe eyes have kindled ſuch a flame; 
The Spartan or the Cyprian queen 
Had ne'er been ſung had ſhe been ſeen: : 
Who ſet the very Gods at war, 
Vere but faint images of her. 
Believe me, for by Heavetis' tis true ! 
The Sun in all his ample view 
BUCS nothing half i ſo fair or bright, 
Not ev'n 58 s own reflected! light. 
Lo fweet a face! ſuch eraceſul mien 1 


Who can this be! — Lie Poward—o0; Palleuden, 


{ Re 
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URGANDA'S PROPHESY. 
SPOKEN BY WAY or EPILOGUE AT rug 
FIRST REPRESENTATION OF THE 
BRITISH ENCHANTERS, _ 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 


JROPH ETIC fury rolls within my breaſt, 
And, as at Delphi, when tlie toaming prieft, 
Full of his God, proclaims the diſtant doom 
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come, 
My labouring mind fo firuggles to unfold. 
On Britiſh ground a future age of gold; 
Bur lett incredulous vou l: car — behold, 


[ Here a ſcene repreſenting the i. and he ſeveral 
triumphs of her Majeſiys reagn.] 


High on a throne appears the martial Queen, 
With grace ſublime, and with imperial mien, 
Surveying round her with impartial eves, | 
Whom to protect, or whom the ſhall chaſtiſe. 
Next to her fide victorious Marlborough ſtands 
Waiting, obſcrvant of her dread commands : 
The Queen ordains ; and, like Alcides, he 
Obeys, and exccutes her high decree. 
In every line of her auſpicious face 
Soft Mercy ſmiles, adorn'd with every grace: 
So Angels look; and fo, when Heaven decrees, 
They icourge the world to piety and peace, 

_ Empicls and Conqueror, hail ' thee Fates ordain 
Oer al! the willing world ſole atbureſs to reign: |» 


To 
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To no one people are thy laws confin'd, | 
Great Britain's Queen, but Guardian of Mankind; 
Sure hope of all who dire oppreſſion bear, 

For all th' oppreſs'd become thy inſtant care, 
Nations of conqueſt proud thou tam'ſt to _ 

| Denouncing War, preſenting Liberty: 

The vide to the vanquiſh'd yields a prize, 
For in thy triumph their redemption lies 
Freedom and Peace for raviſh'd Fame vou gire, 
Invade to bleſs, and conquer to relieve: 

So the Sun ſcorches and revives by turns, 
Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 
Tauglit by this great example to be juſt, 
Succeeding Kings ſhall well fulfil their truſt ; 
Diſcord, and War, and Tyranny, ſhall ceaſe, 

And jarring nations be compell'd to peace; 
Princes and States, like ſubjects, ſhall agree 

To trult her power, ſafe in her piety. 


FORTUNE. AN EPIGR A *. 
BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 


HEN Fortune Gods to ſmile, tis then T fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden miſchief near: 
Vd to her frowns, I ſtand upon my guard, 
And, arm'd in virtue, keep my foul prepar d. 
Fickle and falſe to others ſhe may be, | 
I can complain but of her conſtancy. 


| VI irtute m a me,; 
Fortunam cx alus.— 


Vor. V. . O DE 
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e THE PRESENT CORRUPTION or MANKIND, 
INSCRIBED To THE LORD FALKLAND *. 


BY LORD LAN s DOW NE. 


Falkland ! offspring of a generous race, 

Renown'd for arms and arts, in war and peace: 
My Kia +, and my friend! from whence this cur 

| Entail d on man, ſtill to grow worſe and w orle ? 


Each age, :nduftrious to invent new crimes, 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding times; 
But now we 're ſo improv'd in all that 's bad, 
We ſhall leave nothing for our ſons to add. 


That idol, gold, poſſeſſes every lieart; 
To cheat, defraud, and undermine, is art : 
Virtue is folly ; conſcience is a jeff ; : 

Relig Sion gain, or prieſteraft at the beſt. 


Friendſhip's a cloak to hide ſome treacherous end; 
Your grbateſt foe is your profeſſing friend; 


"Ficlout religa'd, unguarded, and ſecute, 
The wound 14 —_— and the ſtroke molt ſure, 


Mee i, bought and fold; the bench, the bar, 
Plcad and dec de. but goid 's th' interpreter. 
Pernicious metal! thiice accurſt be he 
Who tound thee firſt; all evils ſpring from thee, 


Ste 2 Poem to the Lady Falkland, n b. 271. N. 
+ 0. this relationt'p the Petrages am flent. © N. 


. Fry 
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vues fell their ſons, and ſons their fires betray z 
And ſenates vote, as armies fight, for pay; 
The wife no longer is reſtrain d by ſhame, 
But has the huſband's leave to play the game. 
Diſeas'd, decrepit, from the mix'd embrace 
Succeeds, of ſpurious mould, a puny race : 
From ſuch defenders what can Britain hope ? 
And where, O Liberty, is now thy prop ? 


Not ſuch the men who bent the ſtubborn 3 
And learu'd in rugged ſports to dare a foe : 

Not ſuch the men who nd with heaps of flain 
Fam'd Agincourt and Creſſy's bloody plains 
Haughty Britannia, then, inur'd to toil, 

Spread far and near the terrors ot her iſle ; 

True to herſelf, and to the public weal, 

No Gallic gold could blunt the Britiſh ſteel, 

Not much unlike, when thou in arms wert ſeen, : 
Eager for glorv on th' embattled green, | 
When Stanhope led thee through the heats of Spain, 
To die in purple Almanara's plain. 


The reſcued empite, and the Gaul ſubdued, 

I; Anna's reign our ancient fame renew'd : 
What Britons could, when juſtly rous'd to w ar, 
Let Blenheim ſpeak, and witneſs Gibraltar. 


INSCRIPTION, BY THE S AME. 
FOR A FIGURE REPRESENTING THE SOD OF LOYE. 


Wige 'ER thou art, thy lord and Raſter ſee ; 


Thou Wal V labe, thou art, Or thou malt Es. 
. © N 
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ON THE TOASTING GLASSES 
Ws RS KIT-CAT CLUB®. 1 
BY LORD LANSDOWNAE. 

LADY HARPER +, 


| TO Harper, {prightlv, voung, and Bay's 
Sweet as the roſy morn 1n May 5 | 
Fill ro the brim; I I drink it vp, 
To the laſt drop, were poiſon in the cup. 
LADY MARY VILLIERS f. 
IF I not love vou, Villiers, more 5 
Than ever mortal lov'd before; 
Wich tuch a baer hx'd and ſure, 
As ev'n poſſeſſion could not cure, 


Never to ceaſe but with my breath; 
May thea this bumper be my death! 


#* Sevcral other verſes of this kind have Lech al: nals given, 
bp. 153-7 e 5 Clavering, wo is toaſted. in p. 170, 
was eldeſt daughter of John Clavering, etq. of Chop well, 
in the bſhoprick of Durham. She was afterwards lady 
Cowper. Lord Lanſd; "Wne's verſes « On Celia fing ng,” 
(Englith Poets, vol. XXV. p. 202,) were written on this 
lady. N. | | | 

＋ Sce above, P. 17. N. 

1 The fincerity of Lord Lanſdowne in this proteſiation 
Was confirmed, by a matrimonial union, in December 1711. 
Lady Mary was daughter of Edward Villiers earl of Jerſey, 
and widow of Thomas Thynne, eſq. (by whom ſhe was mo- 
ther of Thomas the ſccond lord vitcount Weymouth). dhe 
died a few days before her ſecond! ws band. N. 


* THE 
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THE COURT. BEAUTIES®; 
A CONCLUSION TO © THE PROGRESS oF PEAUTY *, _ 


BY. LORD: LANSDOWNE. 
LOVE, in a ſhining galaxy, appears 

Triumphant ſtill, and Grafton + leads the ſtars: 
Ten thouland Loves, ten thouſand ſeveral Ways, 
Invade adoring cro! ds, who die to gaze ; 
Her eves reſiſtleſs as the Syren's voice, 
So tiveet 's the charm, we make our fate our choice. 
Who mott reſembles her let next be nam'd, 
Villiers t, for-wiſdom and deep judgment fam'd ; 
Of a high race victorious beauty brings 

Jo grace Our courts, and Pei our kings. 


The poem as originally written 1s printed in the e Engluh 
Poets, vol. XXV. p. 136—146.. It was atterwards ered: 
and. enlzeged by the Noble Author, and a few lines near 
ine beginning were firuck out. Some variations occur 
roughout the Whole; andthe concluhon wos totally re- 


farmed, in the manner here printed. Lord Lanſdowne, 


caking of this and ſome other of his performances, ſavs, 
„As theſe Poems ſeem to b gin where Vr. Waller left oft, 
though far unequal and thort of fo inimitable an original, 
«they wax, however, be permitted to remain to 8 
ee as a faithful regiſter ol the reigning beauties in the ſuc- 


* 9 4 99 T 
6 ccedin 458. N. 


+ Al ready celebrated in vol. I. p. 167. 199. 222. N 


Lady 1.5 „abeth Villiers, miſtreſs to king William the 
I. wird, who ſettle on her an immenſe eſtate in Ireland. 
She was aſterwards married to the earl of Orkney, N. 
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Wich what delight my Muſe to Sandwich * flies, 
Whoſe wit is piercing as her ſparkling eyes! 
Ah! how ſhe mounts, and ſpreads her airy wings, 
And tunes her voice, when ſhe of Ormond + lings, 
Of radiant Ormond ! only fit to be 
The ſucceſſor of beauteous Oſſory 

Richmond 's f a title that, but nam'd, implies 
Majefiic graces and victorious eyes. 
Fair Villiers firſt, then haughty Stuart came, 
And Brudenell | now no lefs adorns the name. 
Dorſet * alreadv is immortal made 
In Prior's verſe, nor needs a fecond aid. 

By Bentinck and fair Rutenberg we find 
84 hat beauty to no climate is confin'd. 
Rupert, ot royal blood, with modeſt grace 
uſhes to hear the triumphs of her face. 
Not Helen with St. Alban's ++ might compare. 
Tor let the Mute onnt Scroop, Holmcs, and Hare. 
Hyde tt Venus is, the Graces are Kildare. 


#* Elizaboth e avghter and one of the coheirs to John 
"Wilmot carl ol Nocheſter. Lord Lanfdowne's verſes to 
Mira in her Riding Habit,“ Englith Poets, XXV. p. 161, 
were written by him under a picture of the covntefs of 
Sandwich drawn in man's habit. She has been already cele- 
| brated in the third volume of this collection, p. 114. N. 
1 Lady Mary Somerſet, eldeſt daughter to Laurence 
Hyde earl of Rocheſter. To this accomplithed lady & The 
« Court Proſpect“ of Hopkins is inſcribed, See vol, II. 


p. 183. N. See above, p. 174. No | 
[| See above, p. 170. N. ** Sce Engl th Pocts, vel. 
" % + OW ++ Sce above, p. 168. 


Sec the Court Proſpect, in vol. II. p. 200. N. 
11 Sec the: Court Proſpect, in vol. II. 3. 200 


Toit 
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Soft and delicious, as a ſouthern ſky, 
Are Daſhwood's ſmiles; when Darnley * frowns, we dic 
Careleſs, but yet ſecure of conqueſt, ſtill 
Lu'ſon +, unaiming, never fails to kill: 
Guiltleſs of pride, to captivate or ſhine, | 


Bright without art, ſhe wounds without deſign. 


But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart, 
And takes a cruel pleaſure in the ſmart ; 
Proud of the ravage that her beauties make, 


Dclights in wounds, and kills for killing ſake ; 


Aſſerting the dominion of her eyes, 
As heroes fight for glory, not for prize. 
The ſkilful Muſe's earlieſt care has been 
The praiſe of never-fading Mazarin ; 
The poet t and his theme, in ſpight of Time, 
For ever young, enjoy an endleſs prime. 
With charms ſo numerous Mira || does ſurpriſe, 
The lover knows not by which dart he dies; 
So thick the volley, and the wound fo ſure, 
No flight can ſave, no remedy can Cure. 


4 Lady Catharine Darnley, aucheſs of Buckingham 
She has been already mentioned, as daughter tv Sur Charles 
Sedley, vol. I. p. 90. N. | 

+ Catharine lady Gower, eldeſt 8 to the duke of 


Rutland, N. 
St. Evremond, who has 3 Madam Ade 


| nader the name of Hortenſe. He has been mentioned in vol. 
I. p. 123. N. 
Of whom ſce above, p. 268. N. . | 

= 5 e 
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Yet dawning 3 in her infancy of light, 

O, ſee another Brudenell “, heavenly bright, 
zorn to fulfil the glories ot her line, 
And fix Love's empire in that race divine! 

Fain would my Nluſe to Cecil + bend her fight, 
But turns aftoniſh'd from the dazzling light, 
Nor dares attempt to climb the ſteepy flight. 

O Eneller! like thy pictures were my fong, 
Clcar }: itke thy paint, and like thy pencil ſtrong, 
Theſe matchleſs beauties ſhould recorded be 
Immortatbin my verie, as in thy Gallery 4. 


T0:A LADY, 
SENT HCR WITH LORD LAN SDOWNE'S HEROIC K LOVE |. 
ANONYMOUS ; FROM DR RYDEN'S COLLECTION, 


HE noble Granville here has nicely ; ſhown. 
Heroick Love, a copy of his on; 
No flight of fancy, but his heart indites 
Theſe moving ſcenes; and what he feels, he writes. 


* Lady Mary, eldeſt daughter to Robert ear! of Cardigon ; 
and ma. ried to Richard Mo!yncux, eldeſt fon to lord viſcount 
Molyneux of Ireland, N. | | 

+ Marricd to the ear! of Ranelagh, paymaſter general of 
the forces to King William. Lady Catharine Jones, their 
only daughte r, died April 14, 1740, worth 200, 0. N. 

1 The Zallery of veauties by Kneller in Hampton Court. N. 

The Prologue and Epilogue to this Tragedy are printed 
in the fourth volume of ; ow collecuio! n, T. 334 N. 


Wih 
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With love like his, though in unequal lays, 

Too charming maid, I otier at thy praiſe. 

Look on Chryſeis; ſhe each feature drew 

To nature's pride, and ſure ſhe ſate for you. 

Obſerve her fad farewell, ſhe beſt can give. 

The dire account, what 'tis to part—and live! 

You *'ve all her charms, her beauty, and her youth; 
But want, I fear, her kindneſs, and her truth. 

Well had it been for Priam and his race, 

lad Fate ſet me in Agamemnon's place, 

And vou Chryſeis : glory ſhould have firove 
But faintly then againſt the force of Love. 

Deat ro renown, and ſcorning to be great, 

Lich lett the camp for ſome ob{cure retreat. 

Phere, gazing on thoſe lovely eyes, prefer 


T 4 2 
Soo _—_—__ = P a. ” 


One {mile of yours to all the pomp cf war z 
An 
} 
4. 


d, every mark of royalty laid down, 
Had 1 


languith'd at your tcet, and {av'd the town, 


Ae 


EPITAPH, ON A YOU N 8 GEN TLE MAN, 


WHO DIED FOR LOVE OF A MARRIED LADY. 
. HE S A N E. 


L E R E. 4 a vouth, who fell a facrif ce, 

In his firſt bloom, to fair Aurelia s eyes. 
Whom ſhalt we blame ? her duty was her guard, 
And lus injuſtice was his own reward 


(It he's unjuſt, whoſe reaſon cannot prove 
Of force enough agault imperious Love). 


Th' 
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Th' aſpiring youth, who ſcorn'd to ſtoop ſo low, 
To take what pity only could beſtow ; _ 

Still wifh'd for more, till in the fatal ſtrife 

He funk beneath the virtue of a Wife; 
Refign'd his blood to quench his guilty flame; 
But crimes of Love deſerve a gentle name : 
And I muſt neither praiſe him, nor condemn, 
For I could dic to he bewail'd like im: 
Since ſhe, whoſe piety denied to fave, 

Now pours her fruitleſs tears upon his grave. 


THE CELEBRATED BEAUTIES: 
OCCASIONED BY THE AUTHOR' S BEING SUSPECTED 
„ WRITING © THE BRITISH COURT. a 


ANON Y MO 8; FROM DRY DEN'S COLLECTION. 
WI Y with ſuch freedom ſhould the town accuſe, 


And charge abſurd encomiums of my Muſe ? 
Celeſtial objects by themſelves I place, 
Nor with a CI—de a Forreſter “ diſgrace; 


Thu 


One of the maids of honour to Queen Anne, mentioned 
frequently by Sw:ir (in his Journal to Stella), who calls ber 
4 a filly true maid of honovr.” She was married in 1701 to 
Sir George Downing, who was then but 15 years old, and the 
lady only 13. The youth went upon his travels; and on his 
return both parties having contraRed an invincible averſion, 
application was mutually made for a divorce, In The 
« Britiſh Court,“ her character is thus delineated: 

( But ſee the acred marks of beauty ſhine 


In Fel: T ER, more glorious and divine; ; a 
Ealy 
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That diſproportion'd piece offends the view I 
No feign'd perfection ſhould attend the true. 
Whene'er my voice attempts the Britiſh Fair, 
I fing the worthy, but th' unworthy ſpare; 
Reſpe&, when merit fails, in ſilence lies; 
+ Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguife. 
What moderate tongue would vulgar things rehearſe, 
Where crowds of wondrous nymphs invite the verſe * 
Charmers in millions grace this happy ſphere, 
And every view preſents a conqueror here. 
Who to mean ſubjects can debaſe his quill, 
And waſte his ſcanty ſtock of art fo ill, 
Looks like the fop that courts a paltry dame, 
While faultleſs maids contend ro meet his flame. 
Paets ſhould ſtill autumnal forms omit, 
Forty gives ſmall encouragement to wit; 
The genius flags beneath fo ſtale a theme, 
And {prightly fancy finks to heavy phlegm, 
When thoſe decl:ning years our ſtrains require, 
And compliment fupplies pretended fire; 
Some little Virtue may perhaps be found, 
but Beauty 's an intolerable ſound : 
To youth alone that heavenly grace belongs, 
None but the young are fair, and truly worthy ſongs, 
Eaſy her ſhape is wrought in every turn, 
Charming her mien, and elegant her form. 
Artleſs the walks, with ſuch a moving grace, 
Tis ditheult for wit, or words, expreſs 
which pleaſes moſt, her 47, her ar, her dreſs." 
+ Literally adopted by Pope; by whom, however, it is 
| properly marked as a quotat on, though the orginal author 1s 
not men Uoned, Sec Englith Focts, vol. XXXIII. p. 236, N. 
| | | Ye 
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| Ye Female Glories, which exalt our iſle, 

_ Vouchſafe th' auſpicious influence of vour ſmile; 
To you I call, to you, ye matchleſs lights, 

Infpire my numbers, and improve mv flights; 

Teſt I deprefs your fame with languid lines, 

And pay unhallow'd yows at facred ſhrines. 
Would you, ye Powers, but look ſerenely down, 
Id foar aloft, and blazon your renown ; 

Then ſomething ſo divine might raiſe my voice, 

And make me ſcarce inferior to my choice; 

What ancient ſtory tells the world thould ſcorn, 
And every Goddefs deem in glorious Britain born. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin with Marlborought's race: 

When Valour 's ſung, the Father claims the place; 

And ſure when Beautv's power employs our flight, 

The ſhining Daughters challenge toremolt right. 
A Sunderland * the coldeſt writer warms, 

So turn'd for conqueſt, fo compleat in charms, 

There ſcems detraction in our higheſt-praife, 

She leaves the Mute behind, and mocks our diſtant lars. 
Not thus Minerva, though a Goddefs, ſhone. 

O! had her eyes fuch dazling luſtre thrown, 
Thence the bold artiſt had intorm'd his clav, = 
Nor ſought another ſun, nor fallen a vultur's prev. 

Could Nature's felt her own tilt form expre 1>, 


Sha 4 charm the world in bright Montlermet's 4 dress: 
Gods 


* Gee e above, p. 178. and Dr. Watts's .** Stanzas to Lay 
Sands rland,“ vol. IV. 23 3190 - Mr, Chute p pu nlilhed “ Beaety 


and Virtue,” bl poem ON the death of the countetls of Sunderiand 
ay NT lng 

+ Lady Mary, young geſt daughter to the duke of Marlbe 
„ 10g 
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Gods! what engaging bloom fits ſmiling there ! 

How languiſhingly ſweet her every air! 

Her ſhape, her geſture, all the nymph, ſubdues, 

We look our ſouls away, and fate with tranſport chuſe, 

Had Love's fair Goddeſs been fo ſtrong in charms, 

Rath Diomede had dropt his venturous arms; 

No ſhameful victory the Greek had won, 

But thouſand wounds receiv'd, inſtead of giving one. 
Splendor and ſoftneſs in Bridge water * meet, 

There mild appears an attribute with great; 

duch humble ſweetneſs gives a dawn of joy, 

She ſcems, like Heaven, unwilling to deftrov, 


—— — 


Who would not ferve, where ſuch a victor reigns? © 

What freedom equal to ſuch gentle chains? 

| But ſoon, too foon, miſtaken mortals know, 

Th' imagin'd bliſs concludes in real woe. 

| So from foft breezes of the ſouthern wind, 

| Uncumber'd ſweets we tondly hope to find; 

| But ſoon, alas! ſ ucceeds immoderate rain, | 

And ſadly renders all the promis'd pleaſure vain. 
Godolphin 's 1 torm'd among the firſt to ſhine, 

| That other conqueror of the conquering line; 

| Nor pride her mien, nor art her aſpe& knows, 

Mer full renown from ſingle Nature flows; 

| 1 in unpractis'd charms, the ſcatters chains, 5 

And, ſhunning empire, certain empire gains ; ; 


n, and married to John duke of Montague and marquis 
Mogthermer. This lady is celebrated by Swift, Maynw aring, 
Archdeacon Daniel, and many other writers, N. | 
| * See above, p. 168. N. T See p. 172. N. 
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28 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Neglectful, yet ſecure, with arrows plays; 
Unmeaning, throws, and, undefiring, flays ; ; 
She ſtoops to make no prize her little aim, 
But emulates her fire, and conquers but for fame. 
Bolton's * majeſtic form invades the fight 

With awful wonder and ſublime delight ; 
Here differing deities conſpire our fate, 
Venus and Juno, ſweetneſs dwells with ſtate: 
High pines are emblems of her graceful ſize, 
And bending oſiers ſhew her humble guite. 
Diſcaſe ſolicits her with impious care, 

And too too faſt her precious ſpirits wear, 

Not thus her charms : ev'n yielding, how ſhe reigns, 
And conquers others, while herſelf 's in chains! 
Great, yet oppreſt! were Virtue's image ſeen, 
Virtue could live but equally ſerene ; 
Ta pain ſhe proves the proweſs of her mind, 
And only when ſhe dies deceives mankind. 
Forbid it, Heaven! that Fate ſhould ever cloſe 
Such all-commandiog eyes, and plunge the world in woes 
To Seymour +, daring Muſe, thy numbers raile; 
_ Muſe, thy beſt numbers — beneath her praiſe: 
| Lo 


See above, p. 169. * 

+ Lady Eizabeth Percy, only farvieing daughter and ſol 
heireſs of Joſceline earl of Northumberland, and in her ow! 
right baroneſs Percy, Lucy, Poynings, Fuz-Payne, Bria', 
and Latimer. Being fo great an heireſs, the was thrice mat 
_ ried, and twice a widow before ſhe was ſixteen. She was be 
four years old at her father's death; and being n : 
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Lo! ſweeteſt youth, difclaiming artful care, 
Sports in her face, and revels in her air; 
Briſkneſs and innocence their powers unite, 
And, next her ſpotleſs mind, her ſkin is white. 
When radiant bluſhes to her cheeks repair, 
(Such lovely ſtains become the brighter fair) 
Gods! how that paint of nature tempts our eyes; 
How Earth's Aurora far tranſcends the ſkies ! 

Bur her high merit checks the bold delight, 

We tremble at the ſoul, yet riot at the ſight. 


her e the old Seeed of altered. Was, 
about the latter end of the year 1679, married firſt to Henry 
Cavendith earl of Ogle, only ſon and heir of Henry duke of 
| Newcalle; but he departed this life Nov. 1, 1680. She was 
E {ccondly married, or contracted, to Thomas Thynne eſq; of 
8 Lonoleate, who was aſſaſſinated en Sunday Feb. 12, 1681-2, 
J as he was riding through Pall Mall in his coach by ſome 
| ruthans hired by Count Coningſmarck, who had entertained 
; pretumptuous hopes of ſucceeding with this young heireſs, if 
| he could remove Mr. Thynne out of the way ; but in this he 
was miſtaken, for though he himſelf eſcaped the puniſh- 
ment due for this horrible crime, he reaped no advantage 
3 from it; as, May 30, 1682, ſhe was thirdly married to 
Charles Seymour duke of Somerſet, being then only in her 
| hxteenth year, Her grace was one of the greateſt ornaments 
2 of Queen Anne's court, and ſucceeded the dutcheſs of Marl- 
E borough as groom of the ſtole. She died Nov. 23, 17 

b aged 56. She was mother of Algernon duke of Somerſet, 
and grandmother to lady Elizabeth Seymour, Who has 
I been ſo much admired and diſtinguithed as dutcheſs of Nor- 
3 thumberland, See Collins's Peerage, art, PERCY, DUKE oF 
Rokr uuuuraL AND, N. | 


Whew 
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When Tufton“ was created, Nature took 
Such care to furniſh out a conquering look, 
Who did not think her hoard of luſtre ſpent, 
And eyes detiyn'd hereafter innocent? e 
Nor was the leſs extravagant in bloom, [loom. 
As it the meant no future charms, and beggar'd all her 
For heauteous Helen Troy in fires was ſcen, 
The w. wid was factific'd to X; gypt's queen; 
Bchold in Aſhburnham 4 a brighter dame, 
But Virtue ſtitles tuch deſtructive flame. 
Heavens! were the tice from Hymen's envy'd chains, 
Who would not rage with Cupid's fierceft pains ? 
_ Marriage ſuſpends our tranſports, for who dare 
Burn, now Hope 's fied, and tempt extreme. deſpair? 
Th' illuſtrious Ancients were by halves divine, 
The face and mind did ne'er together ſhine : 
Here all accompliſhments are fully thown, 
And every Goddeſs is compris'd in one; 
So fair; vert fairneſs ſeems her ſmalleſt praiſe, 
Her ſoul ' s profuſe of light, and darts immortal rays. 
Pier- 


| . Lady Catharine Tuſton, eldeſt a e of Thoms ear! of 
Thanet, and married to Edward Watſon lord Rockingham. N. 
_ + Lady Mary, voungeſt davghter to James duke of Or- 
mond; and married to John Lord Aſhburnham. She was 4 
great favourite with Swift, who gives an account of her mar- 
riage, Journal to Stella, Oct. 10, 1710; and, Jan. 3, 1712135 
thus affectionately ſpeaks of her death: „1 am juſt now 
told that poor d-ar lady Aſhburnham, the duke of Ormond's 
davghter, died yeſterday at her country-houſe. The poor 
creature was with child, She was my greatelt favourite, 
| And 
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Pierpoint 's in all the pomp of youth array'd, 
Charming as winter's ſhine, or ſummer's ſhade; 
Fair as deſcending ſnow, or mounting light, 
Born to ſhame fancy, and enſlave at fight: 
What 's all our boaſted freedom, when we gaze ? [obeys. 
Britain's diftinguiſh'd bleffing flies, and man in chains 
The graceful movement of the wife of Jove, 
Th” enchanting aſpect of the Queen of Love, 
Minerva's ſkill and excellence in arts, 
Apollo's rays, and Cupid's piercing darts, 
Bright Hebe's youth, and chaſte Diana's mind, 
Softneſs and ſweetneſs of the Churchill kind. 
All blended in one perfect piece, would ſhew 
Pr od $ conſummate 1 image to the raviſh'd view. 


and 1 am in exceſhre concern for her laſs. 1 hardly kan 4 
more valuable perſon on all acedunts. Your mult have heard 
me talk of her. I am afraid to tee the duke and autcheſs. 
She was naturally very healthy; I fear the has been thrown 
away tor want of care. Pray condole with me. IIS * 
temely moving. Her lord is a puppy; and I fhal!l never 
think it worth my while to be troubled with him now he has 
lat all that was valuable in his poſſeſſion: yet I think he 
uled her pretty well. I hate life, when I think it expoſed 
to ſuch accidents; and to ſee ſo many thouſand wretches bur- 
thening the earth, while ſuch as her dic, makes me thank 
God did never intead life for a bleſſing.” From theſe expreſ- 
hons, Dr. Hawkeſworth well obſerves, and thoſe he uſes in. 
the account of the dutcheſs of Hamilton's affliction on the 
death of her hutband (ſee his Journal to Stella, Nov. 1671 
1712), Swift appears to have had a ſtrong ſympathy in the 
| Uiſtre of others ; 3 which he has generally, e even by his advo- 
cates, been ſuppoſed to want, N. 
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If breathing flowers ſuch pleaſing ſweets diſpenſe, 
If light has charms, and fo allures the ſenſe, | 
Ir mutic's ſtrains have that perſuaſive art, | 
O lovely Vaughan “*! how torm'd to finke the heart! 
Such a complexion. foils tie. pride of May, 
Such looks add ſplendor to the brighteſt day; 
Such: tuncful pecch aftords ſo moving ſounds, 
e fancy crowns in chains, and taſte delight in wounds, 
__ C=lI-rr's + a {ubyett dear to Britiſh Jays, 
| Her ſhape, her every feature 's wrought for praiſe ; 15 
What humid pearls of ſortow feem to rife, 
As if ſhe wept the ravage of her eyes 
Still, ſtül we bleed, and no relief is gain'd, 
Her killing beauty 's true, her {aving pity feign'd. 
Thy rhymes, oh Mule, with young Louiſa t grace, 
That growing wonder of the Brudenell race; 


Ev'n now her charms diſcloſe a pleaſing bloom, 
But promiſe riper ſweetneſs yet to come; 
Nature, for all her vaſt iadulgence, fears 
Te entruſt perfection to thoſe tender years, 
Bur ſhortly will her choiceſt ſtores dilplay, 
And give to ſuch a morn an anſwerable day. 


Lady Anne van daughter and ſole beir to John 
ear! of Carbury; and marricd to Charles marquis of Win- 
cheſter, afterwards duke of Bolton. N. 

+ Nothing is more fugitive than Beauty ; Tam afraid the 
memory of ſome ot thete Ladies is quite loſt. R. | 

Lady Louiſa enox, daughter to Charles duke of Rich- 
mond! by Anne oled to the ear! of Cardigan. N. 


hat 
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What mighty glories ſhall this fair adorn, 
Allied to Mira, and of Richmond born; 
Mira fo bright to kindle Granville's fire, 
How did the thine, that could ſuch warmth inſpire! 
Richmond, ſo great to give*that title fame, 
And more than equal her from whom our roaſting came! 
To Reynolds, Muſe, that maſs of beauty, riſe, 
Her mien how charming, and how bright her eyes! 
From opening Eaſt leſs glorious luſtre breaks; 
How Nature's curious pencil paints her cheeks | 
The Loves, miſtaking her for Venus, throng, 
And teaſted thus continue in the wrong. 
Secmis ſhe not more than numbers can expreſs? 
deems not ev'n thought afraid to make ſuch wonders lefs? 
Men may with Js Nature's dealing blame, 
And charge their parent with a partial aim; 
VM ho too, too, laviſh to her female race, 
Beſtows freſh gifts, and ſprings new mines of grace; 
But, ah! to them ſo ſparing, deigns to raiſe 
No kidden ſtores of wit to give proportion'd praiſe. 
Farmer's a pattern for the beauteous kind, 
Compos'd to pleaſe, and every way refin'd ; 
Obliging with reſerve, and humbly great, : 
| Though gay, ver modeſt, though ſublime, yet ſweet ; 
Fair without art, and graceful without pride, 
By merit and deſcent to deathleſs fame allied. 
Beck not the Venus ſtar that gilds the ſkies, = 
| Two brighter ſtars are found in Walpole's eyes; 
Deſue not Nature's wealth in fields diſplay'd, 
| * ir ng bler ſtores enrich the blooming maid ; 
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Rack not your thought to paint what's ſweetly rape, | 
Look but on Walpole's form, tis all familiar there. 
Thee, Chetwynd, all that ſce thee ſtrive to praiſe, 

And with infatiate longings ſtil] muſt gaze; 
Freſh ſpringing glorics every moment riſe, 

And in new raptures hurl us to the ſłies. 
-O! could I reach a harmony in ſound, | 

Like the fam'd ſweetneſs of her aſpect found, 

To yon bright ſphere I'd raiſe the glittering dame, 
And with due numbers ſhake the pattern of her frame. 
Thrice glorious Newington! how juſtly great! 
No charms are abſent, and each charm 's compleat; 
All that have cyes thy beauties muſt confeſs, _ 
All that have tongues thoſe beauties would expreſs; 

T hey would — But, oh! the language ſcants the will, 
Nature s roo ſtrong for art, and baffles utmoſt ſkill. 
Born for command, yet mov'd from public view, 
As cloy'd with power, and weary to ſubdue; 
To filent ſhades I ſce the victor run, 

And reſt beneath the virtues which the won ; ; 

Envy preſumes not to diſturb her there, 

Envy, wherewith th' unhandſome teaze he fur. 
Her ſhining look exalts the gazing ſwoin, 

But, oh! within he feels conſuming pain. 

So ſparkling flames raiſe water to a ſmile, | 
Yer the pleas'd liquor pines, and leſſens all the while. 
Where charming H—le appears, ſhe treads on ſpoils, 
Our ſex are vaſlals, and her own are foils ; 
Such a peculiar elegance of face! 
So many ſweetnellcs ! ſuch lively grace! 
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Oh that becoming negligence of aii! „ | 
There's ſomething curious ia her want of care. £ 
Here Love may with inconſtancy agree, | 
For one 's variety, one {uch as ſhe. | 
Captivity, ſo caus'd, we proudly bleſs, 
And zealous be to flaves, nor wiſh our fetters leſs» 
Attractire $q-re with endleſs pleaſure 's ſeen, 
Oh, trifling grandeur of the Cyprian Queen! 
Only three Graces form'd her higheſt ſtate, 
But thouſand Graces on this Venus wait. 
Impoilible for eyes to take their fill! 
There 's ſomething. eminently winning ſtill; 
A novelty of charms ſalutes the fight, 
| More ſweet than bloſſoms, and more gay than lights 
Two powertul paſſions, when we gaze, we prove; 
Joy revels in our looks, and in our boſoms Love. 
Well Langton's name becomes the radiant liſt 2. 
Who can her praiſe refuſe, her power reſiſt 
Was ever nymph thus exquiſitely wrought 
Seems ſhe not almoſt lovely to a fault; 
At once ſo many c:towding wonders preſs, 
Eyv'n more ſhe d charm us, if ſhe charm'd us leſs... 
Have you-not ſeen, on Anna's pompous days. 
A thouſand objects all profuſely gay? 
duch numbers only not oppreſs'd the fight, 
Yet lets variety gives full delight, 
See | lee! th' alternate glories of the ſkies 
Zlend in her form, and all at once ſurprize; 
ler roſy cheek the bluſh of morning ſhews, 
Her dazling eves the mid-day ſun diſcloſo; 8 
3330 1 n 
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Her air reſembles well the milky way, (play. | 
There Stars unnumber'd ſhine, here Loves unnumber'd 
O why did Heaven, which thus adorn'd the fair, 
And made the workmanthip fo much its care, 
Not with ſoft pity temper all the reſt, 
And place this kind relicver in her breaſt ? 
Still poor cainelions, we muſt live on air, 
She thinks a look too much—the lover's ſmalleſt fare. 
There's no way to be ſafe from H—tl—y'; darts, 
Nor light nor darkneſs can ſecure our hearts; 
Boch eves and ears are traitors to repoſe, 
Loobing or liſtening, ends in amorous woes; 
Gods when we ſee, we're vanquiſh'd by her view, 
And, while we hear, her melting notes ſubdue. 
 Alule, fing the nymph that 's ſo compos'd for fame, 
Nlake Heaven and Earth acquainted with her name; 
Thyfelf, oh nymph, to teach the Muſe incline, 
For there 's no perfect melody but thine; 

Then ſhe might haply boaſt a warbling air, 

And form the ſong as ſweet, as Nature form'd thee fair. 
| Reach diſtant * M—ndy, NMuſe, with founding ftrain;, 
 TIW excelling maid that waſtes her time in plains ; 

Bid her appear, and blefs the longing 8 3 "i 

Retirement 's wrong for youth, for age 'tis right, 

Say, that her preſence to the world is due: 

Ajpetts fo brilliant are ordain'd for view. 

Ju Sun, whole glory 's but to match her e eves, 

Flathes ditfuſive beams, and brightens all the ſkies, 
Certain as Fate, and ſwitt as feather'd darts, 

Oh, Williamſon ! thy arrows pierce our hearts; 
Poſithly one of the Mu ads's of Derby!hice. Re. 
3 (Jace 
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Once with an equal right to glory ſhin'd 

A ſignal charmer of thy own bright kind; 
Once but remoiſeleſs death tov quickly teiz' d 
This finiſh'd object, that ſo vaſtly pleas'd; 

No refpite from concern our fouls could find, 

Did ſhe not leave thee here, a wonder Rill behind. 
Like banks adorn'd with Nature's flowery train, 
Alſton's ſweet look delights th' admiring ſwain: 
Pleas'd, not content, he lets his wiſhes riſe, 
And would regale more ſenſes than his eyes, 

Bur, hid in bloom, that ſerpent, ſcorn, deſtroys 
The lover's fondelt hopes, and poilons ail his joys. 

The Daſhwood: are a family of charms, _ 
Each nymph 's apbointed with reſiſtleſs arms, 
So loft, ſo ſweet, fo artlets, and fo young, 

Pride of the fight, and pleaſure of the tongue. 
Dearly we pay tor ſuch immoderate light, 
Beauty s, like Love, ſeverely exquiſite; 

Our ſouls are wound to that exceſſive height, 
We ſutter, not erioy, the vaſt delight. 

Nor leſs renown'd in charms 45 Herveys ſtand; 
| How fair they ſeem Io faſhion'd for command! 
Each of herſelf might ſingly challenge praiſe, 
One were a tempting taſk for cndlcts lavs, 

Did not another and another ſhine, 

Splendid alike, and cqualiv divine. 
As if imperial Deauty meant no more 
To reign at large, and ſpread her mighty powe er; 

But with unequal favour would contine 
_Uer numerous trealures to that darling line, = 
: CU 4 Can 
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Can Smith unnoted paſs, ſo fram'd for praiſe 
Ey'n Britain's court grows brighter with her rays. 
Oh lovely conflict of her varying hue! 
Lily and Roſe by grateful turns ſubdue. 
Promiſcuous charms our ravifh'd ſenſes greet, 
Here April's bloom, and Auguſt's ripeneſs meet; 
Delights, which ſeem but to ſalute the year, 
Eternally reſide, and flouriſh here; 
Who can expreſs which ſeaſon cheers him moſt? > 
How gay the minutes fly, when ſhe 's the toaſt ! 
Bright as the fone, with which the glaſs we wound, 
Inſpiring as the juice, with which the glaſs is crown'd. 
Oh, Wilkintoa! who can of beaury ſing, 
And not an offering to thy altar bring? 
Who can deſcribe the young, the ſweet, the fair, 
And not thy charms, thy wondrous charms declare? 
| Unſullied luſtre dwells upon thy face, 
Nor eye can find a ſtain, nor fancy mend a grace. 
One pleat{ure more, indulgent Muſe, afford, 
Plcature ſupreme, when Forreſter 's the word! 
Deſeit fo vaſt commands thy utmoſt lays, 
And ſure 'tis almoſt impious not to praiſe; 
Praiſe dare I call it, when each boldeſt line 
Shows like weak twilight to meridian ſhine ? 
Lo! mien, complexion, features, voice, conſpi pire, 
Perfection's brands, to ſet the world on fire 
Oh ſhe 's all wonders! Heaven's whole excellence 
| Meets in her frame, and fills our every ſcnie; 
That grace, which moſt ennobles who can name, 
Where all 's divinely great, entitled all to fame? 


As. 
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As well the man, who travels all the da 
Scorch'd with the fun, might tell the fierceſt ray, 

He knows the lucid author of his flames, 

But with his parching heat alike he charges all the beams, 
Ye numerous charmers, who remain unſung, | 

\ Forgive th' unequal tribute of my tongue, 

Not that vour conqueſts fail, my ſtrains a 

I own your powers, and feel a Glent fire; $ 

No more my preſent. raptures can purſue, _ . 

But ve nen my Mule takes breath, I I'll ſoar, and ling of vous 
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AIR Iris, all our time is ſpent 
In trifling, whillt we dally ; 
The lovers, who 're indifferent, 
Commit the grotleſt folly. 
Al! ſtint not then the flowing pleaſure 
To ſuch a wretched ſcanty meaſure ; 
Since boundleſs paſſion boundleſs joys will prove : 8 
Exceſs can only juſtify our love. 
xceſs, in other things fo bad, 
In love 's the juſteit meaſure: 
Do other reaſon 's to be had 
In chat leraphic pleaſure. 
From growing love, bright nymphs, your faces 
Receive ten thouſand ſweeter graces, 
My Iris, then, that you may be divine, 
| Let your ſoft flame ſpread uight and day, like mine. 
8 NG 
*. The Songs by Sir George W in the Collection ot 
are particularly ncticed by Oldys in his MS Notes on 
| Lang- 
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SONG FOR ST. CECIL1 A'S DAY: 
WRITTEN BY THO. SHADWELL , ESQ. 1690. 


70 O Sacred Harmony, prepare our-lavs, 
While, on Cecilia's day, we frag your praiſe, 
From Earth to Heaven our warbling voices raiſe! 


Langbaine. I have already printed moſt of them fron 
| Tooke's Collection (ſee vol. I. p. 192 204. And vol. II. 
X t13—119). Another is now added, which, as coming tron 
Sir George, may have ſome. claim to notice, —“ Ye hap; 
W &c. (vol. I. p. 194). is by Mr. Howe. N. 
dee vol. IV. p. 28. 64. 357.— This ſong of Shadwel!'s, i; 
| ſcleQod as a ſpecimen of his poetry, will. ſerve to cumple: 
the ſeries of verſes in honour of St. Cecilia, N. 

+ Thomas Shadwell eſq; (of à good family in Staffort- 
hire) born at his father's ſeat at Stanton Hall in Nor. 
folk about 1640, was educatcd at Caius College, Cambridge, 
and, after ſtudying the law for ſome time in The Mid! 
Temple, went abroad. On his return, be ſoon introduce 


-/- himſelf by his dramatic writings to perſons of the firſt con- 


ſ-quence ; and obtained on the Revolution the office of Po: 
Laureat. © The revenue, ſays Dr. Johnſon, which Dry: 
had-enjoyed with ſo much praiſe, was transferred to Shadwell, 
an eld enemy, whom he had formerly ſtigmatized by th: 
name of Og, Dryden could not decently complain that | 
was depoſed ; but ſeemed very angry that Shadwell ſucccec*: 
him, and has therefore celebrated the intruder's inauguratiq 
iz a poem exquiſitely ſatirical, called Mac Fleeng,” It "> 

| 2 5 e, e We 
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join all ye glorious inſtruments around, 2 
The yielding air-with your vibrations wound, 
And fill Heaven's conclave with the mighty ſound. 


You did at firſt the warring atoms join, 
Made qualities moſt oppoſite combine, 
While diſcords did with pleaſing concords twine, 


The univerſe you fram'd, you ſtill ſuſtain; 
Without you, what in tune does now remain 
Would jangle into Chaos onee again. 


It does your moſt tranſcendent glory prove, 
That, to compleat immortal joys above, 
There muſt be Harmony to crown their lore. | 
been well obſerved by another able writer, © that a ſatiriſt 
never pays the leaſt regard to truth, when it interſeres with 
the gratifiration of his reſentment or ſpleen.” Nothing can 


be falſer than the idea intended to be conveyed in the follow | 
ing couplet ; | 


«Others to ſome faint meaning make pretence, 

But Shadwell never deviates into ſenſe.” | 
Mr. Shadwell was far inferior to Dryden; but Shadwell! did 
not write nonſenſe. Many of, his comedics have fine firokes 
of humour, and . abound in original characters ſtrongly 
marked and well ſuſtained. He had an uncommon quick- 


nets of writing. The carl of Rocheſter, w ho has obterved 
that | 


None ſve to touch upon true comedy 

But haſty Shadwell, and flow Wicherleg,“ 
had ſtill a better opinion of his converfat on than of his write 
wg 3 
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Dirges with ſorrow ſtill inſpire 

The doleful and lamenting choir, 

"With fwelling hearts and flowing eyes, 

They ſolemnize their obſequies; 

For grief they frequent diſcords chuſe, 
Long bindings and chromatics uſe. 
Organs and Viols ſadly groan | 

To the voice's diſmal tone. ?, 


If Love's gentle paffions we 
 Exprets, there muſt be Harmony; 
We touch the ſoft and tender flute, 

The ſprinkling and melodious lute, 
hen we defcribe the tickling ſmart 
Which does invade a love-ſick heart: 

__ Sweet nymphs in pretty murmurs plain, 
All chill and panting with the pleaſing pain, 
Which can be cas d by e but the l. ain. 


| ings ; for he faid, ce that if he had burnt all he wrote, ard 
printed all he ſpoke, he w ould have had more wit and humour 
than any other poet.” He was a great favourite with Otwar; 
- who ſhared with him in the contempt» of Dryden. He di! 
Dec. 9, 1692 : and a white marble monument, with his butt 
was placed in Weſtminſter Abbey by his fon Sir John Shad- 
well, phyſician to king George II. He wrote 17 plays, 
which need not be here enumerated ; and was author of ſeveri 

| ſmall poems; the chief of which are, f. the Ode here printed: 
2. A congratulatory poem on the Prince of Orange's comin; 
do England; 3. another on Queen Mary; and + a tranflat!o! 

of the tenth linker of Juvenal. N. 
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If poets in a lofty epic ſtrain, | 
Some ancient noble hiſtory recite, 
| How heroes love, and puiſſaat conquerors fight, 
Or how of cruel Fortune they complain ; 
Or if the Muſe the fate of empires ſings, 
| The change of crowns, the riſe and fall of kings: 


CHORUS. 


Tis ſacred Muſick does i impart 
Life and vigour to the art; 
| 1 makes the dumb poetic piftures breathe, 
Victors' and Poets names it ſaves from death, 


How does the thundering martial dung 
 Provoke the military throngg 
The Haut-bovs and the warlike Fife, 
With clamors of the deafening drum, 
| Make peaſants bravely hazard life, 
And quicken thoſe whom fears benum? 
The clangor of the Trumpet's ſound 
Fills all the duſty place around, 
And does from neighbouring hills rebound 2 
| 16 triumph when we ſing, 
We e make the trembling valleys ring. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
At inſtruments and voices fit the choir, 
While we enchanting harmony admire. . 
What mighty wonders by our arts are taught, 
What miracles by ſacred numbers wrought 
On carth : in heaven, no joys are perfect found, 
Till by celeſtial Harmony they 're crown d. 


oDE 


zes MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| ODE ON sT. CECILIA'S DAY, 
* * MR. BRADY®, 1692. 


T AIL! bright Cecilia, hail! fill every heart 
Wich love of thee and thy celeſtial art; 
That thine and Muſick's ſacred love 
| May make the Britiſh foreſt prove 
As famous as Dodona's vocal grove : A: 
FG 88 . Hark 
* Son of Major Nicholas Brady (an officer of the King“ 
army in the rebellion of 1641,) and of Martha daughter of 
| Luke Gernon (a judge of fingular meekneſs and probity). 
He was born at Bandon in the county of Cork, Oct. 28, 
16 59, and educated at St. Finberry's, in that county, under 


Dr. Tindall, till he was twelve years. of age, when he was 


removed to Weſtminſter ſchool, where he was choſen kipg's 
ſcholar, and thence elected ſtudent of Chriſt Church, Or- 
ford. Dr. Buſby had always a particular regard for him; 
and at both thoſe elections he. was firſt and captain among al! 
the cand:dates : after continuing at Oxford about four years, 
he went to Dublin, where his father reſided ; at which uni- 
verſity he immediately commenced B. A. and the following 
year M. A. When of due ſtanding, the diploma for the 
degree of D. D. was, upon account of his uncommon merit, 
preſented to him from that univerſity while he was in Eng- 
land, and brought over by Dr. Pratt, then ſenior travelling- 
fellow, and afterwards provoſt of that college. His firſt pre- 
ferment in the church was to a prebend, in the cathedral of 
St. Bury's, in the city of Cork, and to the pariſh of Kina- 
glarchy, in the county of Cork ; to which he was collated 
by Bp. Wettenhall, to whom he was domettic chaplain, - II: 
— 7 „„ | Vi as. 
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tlark ! hark ! each tree its ſilence breaks, 1 
The Box and Fir to talk begin 
This is the ſprightly Violin, 
That in the Flute diſtinctly ſpeaks ! 
*Twas ſympathy their liſtening brethren drew, 


When to the Thracian Irre with: leafy: wings they flew.” 
Tis 


was 3 zealous promoter. of the Revolution, a an eminent 
ſufle rer ſor it. In 1690, when the troubles broke out in 
Ireland, by his intereſt with General Mac Carty, he thrice 
prevented the buraing of Bandon town, after three ſeveral 
orders from king, James to deſtroy ut. The tame year, hav- 
ing been deputed by the people of Bandon, he went over to 
England, to petition the pariiament for a redreſs of ſome 
orievances they had ſuffered, During his ſtay there, and to 
the time of his death, he was in the higheſt eſteem among 
all ranks of perſons in that kingdom, for his eminent at- 
| tachment to the true intereſt of his country, June 29, 
1090, he married Lætitia daughter of Dr. Synge, archdeacon 
of Cork, and a near relation of the biſhop of that name. 
By this lady he. had four ſons and four daughters. Having 
quitted his preferments in Ireland, he ſettled in London, 
where he became noted for his abilities in the pulpit, and 
was elected miniſter of St. Catharine Creechurch, in 1691, 
and lecturer of St. Michael, Wood ſtreet. He ſoon after, 
in conjunction with Mr. Tate, undertook a new verſion of 
the Pſalms, which have fince (though Brady's ſhare of it 
incurred the ridicule of Swift in his “ Remarks on Gibbs,“) 
been ad: apted in à conſide rable number of our pariſh churches. 
Whiltt he was engaged in this undertaking, he retired to 
Richmond in Surrey; a in conſequence of the high ei- 

| | tem 
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Tis Nature's voice ; by all the moving wood 
Of creatures underſtood : 
The univerſal tongue to none 
Of all her numerous race unknown! 


| teem entertained for him by the gentlemen of that village, 

| was invited to accept the office of their miniſter. The vi. 

carage of Stratford upon Avon was preſented to him by the 
great earl of Dorſet; and the rectory of Clapham in Surrey 
by Dame Rebekah Atkins, reli of Sir Richard Atkins, 
bart. This rectory he held, with Richmond, till his death. 
He was alſo chaplain to the duke of Ormond's troop of 
horſe-guards, as he was to king William and queen Mary, 
and aiterwards to queen Anne. The whole of his prefer- 
ments, which were in very pleaſant and elegible fituations, 
_ Aamounted to fix hundred pounds a-year. His qualifications, 
it is faid, would have raiſed him to ſome of the greateſt dig- 
nities in the church, if the ſingular humanity and benevo- 
"lence of his diſpoſition would have ſuffered him to have run 
in with the vehemence of either prevailing party, or had he 
not ſettled in a country where he was regarded as a foreigner. 
Dr. Brady wrote a Play, called © The Rape, or The 
Innocent Impoſtors, a Tragedy, acted at Drury Lane, 
„ 1692,” and publiſhed in to, in that year, with his name. 
He died March 20, 1726, in the 67th year of his age, leaving 
behind him the character of being a perton of a moſt obliging, 
ſweet, affable temper, a polite gentleman, an excellent 
preacher, and a good poet. His publications are, 1. The 
verfion of the Pſalms; 2. The Zuneids of Virgil, publiſhed 
by ſubſcription, 2 vols. 8vo. the laſt of them in 1726. He 
alſo publiſhed, in his life time, two volumes of Sermons, 
printed at London in 1704 and 1706 ; to which a third 
(poſthumous) volume was added in 1730. N. 
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From her it learn'd the mighty art 

To court the ear, and ſtrike the heart : 
At once the paſſions to expreſs and move; 
We har, and ſtraight we grie ve or hate, rejoice or lore: 

In unſeen chains it does the fancy bind; 
At once it charms the ſenſe, and captivates the mind. 


Soul of the world! inſpir'd by thee, _ 
The jarring ſeeds of matter did agree, 
Thou didſt the ſcatter'd atoms bind, 
; Which, by thy laws of true proportion join'd, 
| Made up of various parts one perfect harmony. 
Thou tun'dſt this world below, the ſpheres above, 


Which in the heavenly round to their own muſic move. 5 


Wich that ſublime celeſtial lay 
Dare any earthly ſounds compare ? 
If any earthly muſic dare, 
The noble Organ may. | 
From Heaven its wondrous notes were given, 
{Cecilia oft convers'd with Heaven,) 
Some Angel of the ſacred choir 
Did with his breath the pipes inſpire z 
And of their notes above the juſt reſemblance gave, 
Briſk without lightneſs, without dullneſs grave. 


Wondrous machine 
5 To thee the warbling Lute, 
Though us d ro conqueſt, mult be forc'd to yield : 
With thee unable to diſpute, = 
Y The airy Violin 
And lofty Viol quit the field; _ 
Vor. V. = „„ 
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In vain they tune their ſpeaking ſtrings, Word 
To cout the cruel Fair, or praiſe victorious Kings. 
Whilſt all thy conſecrated lays 
Are to more noble uſes bent; 


And every grateful note to Heaven repays 
The melody it lent. 


In vain the amorous Flute and ſoft Guitar 
Jointly labour to inſpire 
Wanton heat and looſe debre ; | 
Whiltt thy chaſte airs do gently move 
Serapiic flame and heavenly love. 
The Fife and all the harmony of war 
In vain attempt the paſſions to alarm, 
Which thy commanding ſounds compoſe and charm. 
Let theſe among themſelves conteſt, 
Which can diſcharge its ſingle duty beſt. 
Thou ſumm'ſt their differing graces up in one, 
And art a concert of them all within thyſelf alone. 


GRAND CHORUS. | 


Hall! WES Cecilia, hail to thee! 
Great Parronefs of Us and Harmony! 
Who, whilft amongſt the choir above 
Thou doſt thy former {kill improve, 
With rapture of delight doſt fee 
Thy favourite art 
lake up a part 
Oft infinite felicity. 
___ Hail ! bright Cecilia, hail to thee! 
Great Patroneſs of Us and Mao! - e 
| C 1 85 O D 
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ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 
BY MR. THEOPH. PARSONS. 1693 „ 


Ecilia, look, look down, and ſee 

A tribute paid to Harmony, 
A lden paid to Heaven and Thee : 

And while we Muſick's praite rehearſe, 

In lower notes and fainter verſe, 
Warm vou, great Saint, your willing choir, | 
With your own celeſtial fire. 
| May you move on every ſtring, 
_Warble ſweets in every voice, 
In every note your grateful influence ſi ag. 
And by your aid confirm our happy choice. 


Eldeſt of arts, and univerſal { (pring 
Of every thing! 

When beings 1 in a dark confuſion lay, 

Thy voice the ſullen gloom did chaſe, 
Matter did its form embrace, 

And Chaos fled before the new-born day. 
Heaven look'd, and all good things did he 
And all that good a roſe from Harmony. 


Parent of all ! thou till doſt ſway, 

And ofer this lower world preſide; 3 
Man and his paſſions thee obey, 

As meaner waters the commanding tide, 

Or that, the moon's imperious ray. 


Dr. Yalden's Ode for the ſame your. is in the Engliſh. 


Poets, vol. X. p. 337. N. 


X 2 TM Beauty 
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1 Beauty may wound th' unguarded eyes, 
And ſlowly creep into the heart: 
But Muſick quick as lightning flies; 
The pteaſure dances with the ſmart, 
And melts and trills through every part. 
Without the magick of the Fair, | 
| We love, we ſigh, and we deſpair, 
We catch at ſounds, and graſp the fleeting air, 1 


Hark hark the Trumpet calls to arm; 
What vein ſo drowſy feels not the alarm, 
And wakes not at th' infpiring charm 
The warlike horſe already paws, 
And neighs aloud his warm applauſe. 
In vain is now the ſoftening Flute, 
In vain the warbling of the Lute, 
Or the gay Violin's perſuading airs : 
The philtre glides ſucceſsleſs through our ears. 
Ev'n Celia's voice no more can tame 
The forward hero's luſt of fame. 
A charm might vanquiſh, if apply'd, 
A madman's frenzy, or a woman's pride : 
Temper with hope the lover's fears, 
(An April-ſhine to gild his tears) 
The weather of our happineſs abate, 
Softer than Love, yet ab'olute as Fate. 
3 But, oh! more ſubtle virtue flows. 
© Such jarriny paſſions to compoſe. 
Still, fill the work, O ſacred Harmony, is thine: 
We hear, and firaight the ruffled foul 
Is fill; the billows ceaſe to roll, 
The ſwelling ſtreams decline, $$ 
And every wounded faculty is whole. Thus, 
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Thus, at the ſhepherd's tuneful cry, 
Divided flocks together fly: 5 
The rivulets their murmurs ceaſe; 


Wichout a breath of wind the trees, 
And Imiling Nature 's all around at Peace, 


- GRAND CHORUS. 

Tune all your inſtruments aloud, 

Glad voices mingling with the chearful crowd; 

Sacred be your tuneful lays, | 

Sacred to Cecilia's praiſe. 

Thus we l grateful offerings bring, 

Yearly thus her praiſes ſing e | 
Till, join'd in chorus with our Saint aboye, 
We take a nobler theme, to prove 
By endleſs Harmony immortal Love. 


ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 1699. 


f But Cecilia! charming Maid! 
| Where ſhall mortals ſeck for aid, 
Thee to ſing ? whoſe tunt ful lays 
Shall thy kill in muſic praiſe? 
Intpir'd by thee, thy ſons their duty ſhow, 
And imitate below, | 
Witch pious love, 
What Angels ſing above. 
Vith breath the ſpacious Organ fill; 
With vital breath the Trumpet ſwell z 
Inſpire the ſoftening Flute with kill ; 
And let Cecilia, Goddeſs of our forge, 5 
In melting accents ever dwell 
On every ſtring and every tongue. 
| 1 For 
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For ever ſacred be the day, 
Beyond all others bright and fair, 
Ever joyous, ever gay, 


When firſt divine Cecilia found 


The magic art to quicken the long Glent air 


Wich all the energy of ſound. 
Up to the ſkies, 


On new-fledg'd wings, 


From earth celeſtial muſick flies, 

And joins in concert with the Cherub's ſtrings, 
Down from their blifsful Lowers they came; 
Came down, to liſten and admire | 
The mighty animated frame, 


Itfelf a quire. 


She ſmil'd, 


Cceilia ſmil'd, to fee 


The Cherubs mild, 

Wich hovering wings deſcending from on high, 
[.ike nimble lightning, ſwift and gay, 

O'er all the keys her wanton fingers play; 


The ready notes obey her touch : 


I)ifolv'd in ecſtaſy 

ti”? immortal beings lye; 

1):1y1ne Cecilia charms too much. N 
Her ſprightly Treble, warbling ſweet, 
Glides through the vcius 

On even feet, 


And binds the foul in flken 4 


The yielding ſoul with ſoftneſs it diſarms, 


And, like a woman, charms. : 
| With 


| . foe | | 
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With manly grace che Baſs ſtalks high, 
Array'd in awful majeſty : 

Its haughty bound and pompous ſound 

The {ſpirits warm, the foul alarm, 

And ſhake the trembling air around. 

Between the two extremes the Tenor flows _ 
In gentle ſtreams, perſuading union as it Boes. 
And now in perfect harmony 

The blended parts agree, 

And glut the ſtening ear with melody. 


The Treble darts; | 

On ſwift diviſion leads the chace, 

And quite out- ſtiips the loitering parts. 
The rumbling Baſs with clumfy pace 
Purfurs he fl et nag a; itire, 


The friendly Tenor, all for unity, 
Does mildly interpoſe, | 


And joins thern in a full compounded cloſe. 


She paus'd a While; 

For filence has in Muſick place. | 

The raviih'd Cherubs, with a tilent ſmile, 

Diſcloſe amazement on each face. 

Again ſhe plies the loud machine; 

Again intranc'd the Cherubs lic ; 

Immortal, vet in pleaſures almoſt dic, 

Thrice the lovely Maid 

Paus'd and thrice ſhe play'd; | 
„„ © TNT. And 
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And thrice ſhe ſhew'd the power divine 
And wondrous force of modulated ſcund, 

That like a mighty torrent flows, 
_ Victorious as it goes, 
| And {weeps away the ſtrongeſt mound. 


CHORUS, 


With breath the ſpacious Organ an, 

: With vital breath the trumpet ſwell; 

Inſpire the ſoftening Flute with kill ; 
And let Cecilia, Goddefs of our ſong, 
In melting accents ever dwell, 
In every ſtring and every tongue. 


ODE. FOR 3s 9 CECILIA' 8 DAY, 
AS. ALTERED BY MR. POPE», 


7 
SCE ND, ye ! Nine! deſcend and fing ; ; 
The breathing | inſtruments inſpire; 
Wake into voice each filent . 
Aud ſwecp the founding lyre ! 


1 


set to muſic by Dr. Greene, in 1730, as an exerciſe on 
taking his degree of Doctor of Muſic in the univerſity of 
Cambridge, It was performed with great applauſe ; and, as 
an additional teſtimony to his merit, Dr. Greene was honoured 
with the title ot protefior ot muſic at Cambridge. To anſwer 
Greene's purpoſe, Mr. Pope condeſcended to make confide: able 
alterations in the Poem, and at his requeſt to inſert in it one 
8 ſtanza, 
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In a ſadly- pleaſing ſtrain 
Let the warbling lute complain: 

In more lengthen'd notes and flow, 
The deep, majeſtic, ſolemn organs blow. | 
Hark ! the numbers ſoft and clear 
Gently ſteal upon the ear; 
| Now louder they ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
Ihe ſhrill echoes rebound : 
Tin, bz degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The ſtrains decay, 
And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 

— 5 8 
By Muſic, minds an equal temper know, 
| Nor {well too high, nor fink too low. 
Tf in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 
Mufic her ſoft aſſuaſive voice applies; 

Or, when the foul is ſunk in cares, 
Exalts her with enlivening airs. 
. Warriors the fires by ſprightly ſounds ; 

Pours balm into the lover's wounds: 

Paſſions no more the ſoul engage, 
Ev'n FaCtions hear way their rage. 


ſtanza, viz. the third. As he thereby Ne! it greatly diffe- 
rent from the ode originally publiſhed, I thall make no apo- 
logy to my readers for copying it from the valuable work in 
which it firſt appeared in print, the © Hiftory of Muſic,” 
by Sir John Hawkins. See vol. V. of that excellent per form- 
ance, p. 323. And ſee alſo Mr, Goſiling's ena, nh of "Ig 


| ſold 15 auction by S. Baker in May 1777, N. 
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III. 
5 Amphiin thus bade wild diſſenſion ceaſe, 
And ſoſten'd mortals learn'd the arts of pence, 
Amphion taught contending kings, 
From various diſcords, to create 
The muſic of a well-run'd ſtate; 
Nor lack, nor ſtrain the tender ſtrings, 
Thoſe uſeful touches to impart, | 
That ſtrike the ſubject's anſwering heart, 
And the ſoft filent harmony that ſprings 
From ſacred union and conſent of things. 
5 | 535 
But, when our country's cauſe provokes to arms, 
low martial muſic every boſom warms! 
When the firſt veſſel dar'd the ſeas, 
The Thracian rais'd his ſtrain, 
And Argo ſaw her kindred trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the main. 
FTranſported demi-gods ſtood round, 
And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Inflam'd with glory's charms ! 
Each chief his ſevenfold ſhield diſplay'd, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining blade : 
And ſeas, and rocks, and ſkies teboutd: 
RM arms, to arms, to arms! 
| = 
But when through all th Infernal boundt, 
Which flaming Phlegeton ſurrounds, 
Sad Orpheus ſought his conſort loſt :; 
EST The 
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The adamantine gates were barr'd, 

And nought was ſeen, and nought w was heard, 
Around the dreary coaſt; 
Bur dreadful gleams, 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, | 
Hollow groans, 
And cries of tortur'd ghoſts ! 1 
But hark! he ſtrikes the golden lyre; 
And ſee! the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire, 

See ſhady forms advance! 
And the pale ſpectres dance! 
The Furies ſink upon their iron beds, [heads, 
And ſnakes uncurPd hang liſtening round their 


VI. 
By the ſtreams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
Oieer the Elyſian flowers; 
By thoſe happy ſouls that dwell 
In vellow meads of Aſphodel, 
Or Amaranthine bowers ; 
By the hero's armed ſhades ; 
HGlittering through the gloomy glades,. 
By the youths that died for love, 
Wandering in the myrtle grove ; ; 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to life: 
Oh, take the huſband, or return the wife 1k 


VII. He ; 
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„ 
He ſung, and Hell conſented 
To hear the Poer's prayer; 
Stern Proſerpine relented, 
And gave him back the Fair. 
Ihus ſong could prevail 
Ofer Death and o'er Hell, 
A conqueſt how hard and how gloiious! 
Though Fate had faſt bound her 
Wich Styx nine times round her, 
Vet Muſic and Love were victorious. 


BP1GR A M, 


ASCRIBED 10 MR. POPE; 


on ONE WHO MADE LONG EPITAPHS®, 
RIEND, for your Epitaphs 1 griev'd, 
Where ſtill ſo much is ſaid, - 
One half will never be behev'd, 
The other never read, 


lt is not generally known, that the perſon here intended 
was Dr. Freind, maſter of Weſtminſter School, N. 
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